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LETTER I. 
Lacy DzxMore to 1 Ducheſs of 


| ALDBOROUGH, | 


Demos Caſtle, fon 6, 1796. 


1 HAVE expected your arrival, deareſt 
of mothers, till my ſolicitude has wearied 


me into impatience. Tou have, by 
more than three weeks, exceeded the 
uſual period of your annual viſit; and 

your delay, added to the ſtate of health e 
in which I left you, cannot fail 9 i 


render me more than uneaſy. 


Lou will find the caſtle abe. 
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2 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


which has long thrown a melancholy 


hue over every object, particularly that 
which is of moſt importance, has at 
length ſubſiged; in a few words, Lord 
Denmore has regained that compoſure 
of mind; the loſs of which ſo deeply 
afflicted every individual of the family. 


I have yielded to his commands, re- 
ſpecting the daughter of Major St. 


Leger, and ſhe will, in a few days, 


become the inmate of our manſion. 
You have often heard Lord Denmore 


ſpeak of the orphan Gertrude; report has 


been her herald; and to her ſhare it has 
given all the graces that can make 
youth lovely, and all the virtues that 
may charm even in the chilling winter of 


declining age. She comes to embelliſn 


ſociety; to repay, by the exerciſe of her 


| © talents, the long debt of gratitude, 
which from her infancy ſhe has owed 


to Lord Denmore. Her father was 
his friend. Her mother, widowed at 


g 
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THE FALSE 'FRIEND. | 3 
an early age, became the object of his 
pity. He protected her, he ſobothed her 
with the zealous aſſiduity of ſympathy, 
but his efforts to reſtore her tranquillity 
of mind proved ineffectual, for after & 
conflict of many tedious weeks, he 
drooped—and periſhed, 431 
The next claimant: on his warmly 
philanthropic feelings was the infant 
Gertrude, Left unprotected, though 
too young to know the magnitude of 
her loſs, and thrown on a wide world of 
ſorrow, where her defenceleſs ſex is 
expoſed to every peril, every humi- 
hation, ſhe. found an aſylum in the 


| boſom which loved her gallant father, © © 


and which throbbed to beſtow the bond 

of attachment on this ill-fated orphan. * _ 
My Lord was then a minor, and 
preparing for his continental travels, 
The infant was committed to the eare of * 


"Ow and faithful female ſervant of te 
„„ 
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4 THE FALSE FRIEND. 
family, with ſtrict commands to omit 
nothing which might prove - beneficial 
to its health, or pleaſing to its fancy. 
At three years of age, Lord Denmore 
ſtill on the Continent, the pretty 
Gertrude was placed at a boarding- 
ſchool near Dublin : where, under the 
guardian eye of a good and enlightened 
woman, | ſhe gave an earneſt of thoſe 
virtues, which have at length evinced 
themſelves, by all the n of 
mental ſplendour... _ 
Since the infancy of 1 . 
Denmore has twice viſited Ireland, 
merely for the purpoſe-of inſpecting the 
__ Progreſs of her education. She would 


zt an early age have been removed 


to a ſituation more convenient for her 
guardian's fre quent viſits, but the amiable 
woman to whoſe care ſne was con- 
ſigned, con jured my Lord not to change 
* * and no e but 
ap me. 
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THE FALSE FRIEND. 5 
the recent death of her protectreſs, 
could have cſtabliſhed her reſidence 
at Denmore Caſtle. 

When laſt Lord Denmore PER 0 
ſhe was twelve years old; extremely 
beautiful, and very like her mother. 
From that period all his former aſ- 
ſurances of friendſhip have been reite - 
rated and confirmed; for, having ſworn 
to beſtow on her the protection of a 
father, ſhe now comes to prove that 
worth wich ſanctions the diſtinetion, 
and to claim his promiſ. 
The agitation of mind under: n 

my Lord has laboured, as that e 

advanced which was to complete th 
taſk of friendſhip, cannot be deſeribed- 

Every hour ſeemed to linger on, pain- 
fully tedious; and every moment to 

augment the load of hopes and fears 
wjhich preſſed heavily on his boſom. 


| Expecting to trace in the features of | 
SF” — Gertrude, the ſoſtened re- 
5 |: ne, 


— 


$f CE n rene —— | 7 | ; 
. p * > of Dr — lM ts 


6 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


ſemblance of her father, and to behold 
in the tear of gratitude, flowing from 


the full heart, the tenderneſs and virtue 


of her gentle mother, how could a 
boſom like Lord Denmore's, a boſom 
replete with ſenſibility, feel tranquil? 
Gertrude will be at the Caſtle in a 
few days; and I truſt, J hope that your 
preſence will augment the joy of her 
arrival. If not to greet the lovely 
ſtranger, for my ſake do not delay to 
viſit us: I ſhall want a companion; for 
it is but natural that, at leaſt for a time, 
the proteges of Lord Denmore will 
engroſs all his attention. — Beſt * 

8885 adieu. 
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LETTER cond 


GraTauDs 87. enn 70 Faakecis | 


Er tc 


 Denmoie Gabe, 1 15. _ 


1 $nourp have! written to you on my 
arrival at the Caſtle, but the fatigue 


of a long journey and the terrors of a 


: boiſterous voyage, rendered me inca- 
pable of every exertion. Time has 


renovated my ſtrength, and with it the 
memory of yOu: meek on my at- 
tention. 

Frances, this new ba, in which! 


deſtiny has placed me, is a terreſtrial 


paradiſe ! » Here I cannot but be happy. 
Lady Denmore is a lovely woman; ſhe 
has been educated in the great world, 


or, to ſpeak more rationally, in the 
; world of faſhionable ſplendour. On 


B4 _ the 


8 THE. FALSE FRIEND. 


the morning of my arrival the com- 

pleted her twenty - fourth year. The 
Caſtle was the abode of joy and feſtivity; 

I never before witneſſed ſuch a ſcene: 

every heart ſeemed to throb with 
rapture ; every eye to beam with mirth 
and affection; except the dark and 

penetrating eyes of Lord Denmore. 

He received me with an embarraſſed 
mien, which for a moment amazed and 
pained me. He approached the e 
with, what I thought, a , reluctant ſtep. ; 
On drhoklingy ce bs ſtarted. I. was 

which 1 made on 3 8 was an un- 

pleaſing one; and ſhrunk, while his 
countenance evinced more of haughty \ 
reſerve, than of . indulgent friendſhip. | 
1 had, during five years, the interval js 
ſince laſt I faw. him, been honoured: 1 
with many kind and ſoothing letters; 5 
but the portrait which my fancy drew 


| from the ee they e bore 
not 
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THE FALSE FRIEND» 9 
not the ſmalleſt reſemblance to the pro · 
tector whom I now contemplated. . My 
chagrin was infinite ; my diſappointment 
humiliating; my boſom palpitated ; my 
+ cheek diſplayed the ſudden ſuffuſion 
of wounded pride; and a tear of vexa- 
tion ſtole from my downcaſt. eye, in 
ſpite of every effort which * heart 
| made to repel it. NE” 
From a being to whom 1 owed; no 
| gratitude, from whom I had experienced. 
no more than common kindneſs, I 
ſhould have expected ſuch a reception; 
but I had taught myſelf to believe that 
Lord Denmore was liberal and humane; 
and I felt, too ſenſibly I felt, . . 
obligations were countleſſs. 
Zar till I e enen — agoniz- - 
of an a All che ein 0 
neſs of parental care ſeemed to recede 
from my awakened fancy, and I, wha - } 
has. anticipated a thouſand wogegen 3 
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10 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


looked round in vain for an eye to 
1 boſom to protect me. 
From the bounty of Lord Denmore 
J have been ſupported; by his gene- 
rofity educated with a profuſion of 
expence, which warmed my heart with 
gratitude and affection. An entire 
ftranger to the world, I haſtened to his 
breaſt, there to find a father's fondneſs :. 
to experience that glow of friendſhip, 
onee merited and valued by the author 
of my being. I found an- icy arm that 
chilled me: I ſhrunk—and ſhivered. 
Lord Denmore coldly bade me wel- 
come as I deſcended from the carriage; 
bur his hand trembled, and his _ 
eyes ſeemed to loath the thought o 
looking on me. Had he been, at Sha 
moment, what his letters promiſed, 
'F would have leaned: upon his arm: 
for. ſupport; B would have thrown. 
myſelf into his boſom, the child of his- 
eee bathed in tears of joy, and 
+ . — 


THE FALSE "FRIEND- 13 


Gekiog forth the gratitude of my ſoul in 
the language of truth, and with the 
fervour of nature. But I was 2 
and ſilent. n 

Still, F ces: Kill 1 n n 
to be happy. I will not repay the long, 
long years of kindneſs, which I have 
experienced, by the ſullen inquietude of 
diſappointment. I will labour to con- 

quer any evil prejudice which Lord 
Denmore's mind may entertain againſt 
me. Even though he-i is ſevere, J will 
not be ungrateful. 

Yet, tell me, Frances; . 3 
his. conduct mean? Lord Denmore 
has feeling, he has philanthropy 
elſe had I not been in exiſtence, * 
have never offended, he has never 
reproved me; what could his coldneß 
portend ?. Muſt I, after having taugmm 
myſelf to love him more than a father, 
l n than a friend? 
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* | THE. FALSE FRIEND. 
I have, twenty times, ſince. that hour 
of humiliation, examined my features. 5 
There muſt be ſome trait which cauſed 
diſguſt ſo marked and unequivocal. I 
will endeavour to change the faſhion of 
my looks; and yet, I fear that to 
NOR will be. to make him hate 
I am perplexed, and Snow We 
how to pleaſe him. 1 5 
On entering the Caſtle, 1 was con- 
ducted to Lady Denmore's apartment; 
formally announced by him that led 
me, and inſtantly left alone, with the 
lovely ſtranger, She. embraced me 
kindly. I breathed a new being! The 
flower which the cold breeze *chills, _ 
revives when it meets a partial ſun« 
beam. 1 almoſt forgot, in the ſmiles. of Po =, 
74 Lady Denmore, the unkindneſs, the . 
freezing unkindneſs of her Lord. 1 
- She felt, and remarked the denies 
2 r conduct. She apologized forks 
A 
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THE FALSE "FRIEND. 13 


apparent chldnck; at the fame time that 
the attributed it to the ſenſibility of bis 
heart. I was at a loſs to comprehend 
the meaning of her words. —” Lord 
is too apt to indulge. in melancholy ru- 
minations,” ſaid ſhe, < and of _ he 
has been more than uſually. penſive. 
He had many conflicts to fear in this 
long-promiſed meeting. The memory 
of your parents, the delight of ſeeing 
his hopes ſo perfectly accompliſhed, the 
dread of hearing you thank him, and the 
| fear that more might have been done in 
che taſk of friendſhip, could not fait to 
agitate and perplex him. Tis paſt; 
Np ng truſt, will ſoon be forgotten. 
I ſighed, and - endeavoured to ſmile; - 
Iv the recent check which my _ 
| had received, ſuited my mind to ſadneſs 
more than pleaſure :- Lady — 
5 Tead 1 in ho countenance MA anguage 
8 our converſion. 3 1 Tit 727 1 
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„ THF. FALSE FRIEND. 


„ Paſſed the remainder of the 
morning in rambling about the grounds, 
near the Caſtle. Still the frown of Lord 
Denmore occupied my Fila and 
his features ſeemed as if they were im- 
printed on my brain. The tone of his 
voice was yet vibrating on my ear; 
and the chilling hand with which he 
had led me, ſtill, in imagination, graſped 
mine with its trembling. fingers. Every 
moment appeared tedious: till the hour 
of dinner, when expectation bade my 
boſom throb with a ſecond conflict: for: 
F had to undergo another trial of for- 
titude, a new ſource either of joy or- 
humiliation. I had again to meet thoſe 
eyes, whoſe. auſtere and penetrating 
glances had — n me to be. | 
* 0 3 4 ' 7 
Me were at” a: contidinabls 8 4 
Sos the Caftle, when the bel] was rung: 
for dinner; Its vibration ſeemed to ftrike 
* my n I haſtened along the- 
hs ſhorteſt 
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THE FALSE FRIEND. 15 


morteſt path, wholly forgetful of my 
companion, Lady Denmore, and reached 
the portico, while ſhe was yet far from 
its entrance. As I paſſed the dining- 
room windows, I looked anxioufly for 
my guardian: but I had not courage to 
meet him alone, and with a palpitating. 
boſom waited the arrival of Lady Den- 
more. How long, ah, Frances! how 
painfully long did the moments appear, 
till I beheld her: but how ſhall E 
deſcribe my diſappointment, when I 
| heard a ſervant inform her, that Lord 
Denmore was abſent, and would not 
return tin the evening - - © 
A thouſand conjeCtures:- darted PRO. 
my brain, and ſtill I remained in a ſtats 
of ſuſpence that was ſcarcely-ſupport-- 
able. Lord Denmore's eonduct, which 
at firſt ſeemed cold and unaccountable, 
was now rude and inſulting. I felt an 
indignant ſenſation which, till that. mo- 
ment, had never filled my mind. I 


16 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


was reſtleſs and ſullen; reſolved to elu- 
cidate a myſtery ſo obſcure, or to depart 
from an aſylum, which neither my pride 
nor my neceſſities would bend to ac- 
neee. = 
The evening advanced fly; and it 
was near ten o'clock when Lord Den- 
more returned. On entering the room, 
his eyes inſtantly met mine. His colour 
changed, his voice faltered; he turned 
haſtily from me, and converſed with 
every perſon. preſent, excepting myſelf. 
The ball-room was full of company, 
aſſembled from the neighbourhood of 
i the Caſtle, to celebrate the birth-day of 
| the lovely hoſteſs, J could not bear 
Xx neglect before ſo many ſtrangers, and 
F' therefore pleaded the fatigue of a long 
Journey; . apologized for my abrupt de- 
parture, and, without even glancing at 
Lord Denmore, retired to my cham- 


There, 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 17. 

4 here, Frances, I gave a full ſcope 
to ſorrow. I wept a torrent of tears; 
I lamented-the hour when I quitted that 
ſeminary, where. we had lived from 


infancy together; and I grieved to find 


that, amidſt the roſes of proſperity, my 
boſom was doomed to ache with the 


| thorn of diſappointment. 


I had not been long in my 8 
when a ſervant entered. She informed 
me e that Lord Denmore had ſent her to 
1 ade wiſh to ane at b 


that c every poſſible precaution ſnould 


be adopted, to prevent the leaſt noiſe, 
which might diſturb my reſt. I * 


and was aſtoniſhed. _ | 1 
e From whom did 2 — this 
meſſage,” ſaid I earneſtly. 315 1 
From Lord Denwete:” Phd 
« Lady Denmore you — 40 I, 
with anxious impatience. : 5:30 
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18 THE FALSE FRIEND. 

„ No, Madam,” replied the ſervant : 
cc I received the meſſage from my Lord. 
He repeated it twice, leſt I ſhould miſ- 
take his meaning. I am certain that I 


have delivered his Lordſhip's words, 


preciſely as he ſpoke them.” 
Did he ſeem offended at my leaving 
the ball-room ?—How did he look ?— 
In what tone did he ſpeak ?” inquired I. 
«His voice was mild, and he ſeemed 
very earneſt! that you ſhould have every 
attention my anſwered the ſer- 
64 1 * ſup vt ſaid I. « Tell 
Lord Denmore that I will return im- 
mediately.” I could not re from 
tears. N 
As ſoon as the emotion of joy fubſided, 
I deſcended to the ſupper-room ; but I 
had not reſolution to enter. My eyes. 
were red with crying, and my hair 
* for on retiring to my 


IRR? > chamber, 
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THE FALSE FRIEND. 


chamber, I had thrown myſelf on my 


pillow, without being conſcious of what 
J was doing. The ſervant's meſſage 
made me forgetful of this circumſtance, 


neither did I recollect it till I was at the © 
door of the ſupper-room. While 1 


ſtood meditating what to do, Lord 
_ Denmore quitted the apartment. He 
| looked earneſtly at me, ſtopped, —was 
preparing to ſpeak, heſitated, darted 
forwards, and left me. He ruſhed into 
the library, and, fhutting the door, 
violently rung the bell for his ſervant: 
I ood on the ſpot which he had quitted, 
| like one transfixed with amazement. 


Every limb trembled, while a glow of 
reſentment ruſhed over my cheek, and 


my heart throbbed way the extreme v'of 
- indignation. 
As Iuttered « [ wilt bear this vnkind- | 
neſs no longer, Lord Denmore again 
came out of the library. He paſſed, 
to aſcead the Raircaſe ; I flew towards % 
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him. Gertrude, faid he, © why are 
you not in your chamber? Endeavour 
to compoſe your ſpirits, — you want 


ſleep,—take my counſel, and retire,—- 


+ Fhis noiſe, and the heat of the ball- 
room, will only augment-your fatigue.” 
He proceeded a few ſteps towards the 


ſtairs; returned, ſeemed to have forgot 
the motive of his heſitation, preſſed his 


hand upon his forchead, as if collecting N 


his ſeattered thoughts, and then impa- ES 
1 no-rharer, l to ble chamber, 


While I returned, diſconſolate, to mine. 
The night waſted in melancholy ru- 
mination. In vain I cloſed my eyes, 


and endeavoured to ſleep. The ſtrange 
and unexpected reception I had expe- 


rienced, appeared ſtill more unaccount- 
able, when I recalled to mind the re- 


peated and kind promiſes which his 
letters had conveyed to me. -© Is. this 
the: reaſoning, thinking; philanthropic 


Lord 


— — 
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Lid Denmore ?“ ſaid I. 4 Are ſuch 
the manners, the feelings of the new 
world, to which I am emerging from 
obſcurity? Am I to experience humi- | 
liations, to await the ſmiles, to tre 
at the frowns of him, whom Ie 
my father, but whom I now muſt OY vi] 
ſider as my governor ?” I then queſ- | 
tioned myſelf, whether I had been too 
ſanguine in my hopes, too ambitious in 
my expectations; whether I had counted 
too largely on my own pretenſions, or 
relied too implicitly on the generoſity of 
my patron. I began to think that the 
ardour of my gratitude had led me to 
omit the ceremonies of reſpect; that 1 
had met my friend, my liberal benefactor, 
with a ſmile of affectionate delight, when 
I ſhould have attended to the cold for- 
malities which are the companions 
of rank, the aſſociates of indiffe rence. - 
1 had heard, that ' modeſt worth was 
often” taught to approach the exalted 
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THE FALSE FRIEND. 


elaims of merit were of little weight in 
the ſcale of intereſt, with thoſe who are 


| themſelves debaſed by folly, or rendered 
Mid by ignorance. I began to feel 


Aer ſubmiſſive. 


The morning biightened beer I Was. 


ed ei rumination. I was diſguſted 
wich every proſpect before. me; I found 


become a new being; that I ſhould have 


_ lixtle/ opportunity for the practice of 
thoſe precepts which had deen inftilled | 
into my mind; and that, before I could 
e . ſhake 


h a degrading humility z that the 


at Tl was placed in the low ranks of 
Fortune ; that my preferment would 
depend on my obedience; my hopes 
reft on the quickſand baſis of caprice or 
pride: that I muſt forget the innate 
ſtamp of virtue, and bend before the 
gigantic tyra Cuſtom, at whoſe nod 
the little and the great were ge" to 


thaty to pleaſe, and to be pleaſed, I mut 


4 
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THE FALSE FRIEND. 23 


make off the natural affociates of my 
heart, and place in their ſtead, before it, 
a ſhield, of variegated hues; created by 
the hand of art, and coloured by the 

ever · varying power of fancy. So armed, 
I ſhould be able to meet all taſtes, % 7 
pleaſe all eyes; to ſooth the penſtve, 
win the credulous, amaze the ignorant, 
and delight the gay; my days would be 
gilded with perpetual funſhine! my 
nights Oh, Frances! I Yared not an- 
ticipate the hour of ſober Mbught—the 
filent, calm, refle&ing hour! when rea- 
fon would be broad awake, though ge, 
oy folly, ſlumbered. 

Early in the morning I quitted my 
pillow, defcended to the libraty, ſele&ted = 
1 to quiet my perturbed imagiß 
ation, and letting myſelf out through the _ 
window, ſtrolled towards a wood, which 
is not far diſtant from the Caſtle. At 3 
the termination of a” dark and winding 

walk, a rude bridge of roots Co 5 


24 | THE FALSE FRIEND. 
ſwift brook, which flowed from a neigh- 


bouring caſcade. On the oppoſite bank. 
a ſmall niche, covered with ivy, and 


2 facing the park, invited me to its ſhade. 
Ab, F rances | how rapidly does ſolitude 
Increaſe the fever of dejection! When 


I quitted my chamber, I was wearied 
and exhauſted by the perpetual pain of 


thought: but in this ſtill, this romantic 
ſpot, I was little leſs than frantic. The 
ſtream rolled foaming along; the dark 


ſhadows which the venerable trees 


threw around me every moment thick- 


ened, and I was abſorbed in the very 


ſtupor of forrow. _ 
1 paſſed the rude ds and ſeated 
, myſelf i in the gloomy niche which had, 
by its melancholy ſhade, invited my 
Attention. I opened my book, but my 
eyes were dim with tears; and a ſtrange, 
{a -2 mouraful, preſentiment prevented my 
3 reading. In a few minutes I heard a 
carriage ad ARCID towards the * of 


4 
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k 7 

8 
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the Caſtle, and riſing _m obſerved 
that the poſtillions wo 0 M 
very. Concluding that he was about 
0 depart, and unconſcious of What 1 
was meditating, I ruſhed towards the 
brig e were ſtill fixed upon 
the carriage, my feet could ſcarcely ſup- 
port me; I: loſt all recollection of the 
narrow paſs, and fell the wild water 
erpowered me; the foam rolled over 
my boſom; I was: daſhed by its force - 
againſt the rocky fragments that were 
feattered along the ſtream; and, in a 
= moments, wo Ones ro leer 2 of 
my ſi tuation. 5 
_- Alas! Frances, hy, » why 
_— 5 
ve: in the © proce ol Lord | Det 1 


/ erk, Ane his voice cd arti- 


vor. R 92 | 
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| Wo My ſoul! my 


I breathed, If, 


boſorn; The fall had ſtunned me; — 


water was ſhallow, but rapid; I was 
wounded on the temple, but I was ſen- 
 fible of Lord Denmore's agitation. T 


beheld his face pale, his eyes gazing 


' tenderly on me; and oh! my friend! 


*, oh, Frances! 4 heard ſuch: accents 48 
made me doubt this ſublunary ſcene, 


| and fancy myſelf even in Elyſium. 


Lord Denmore ſtill ſupported my 


| feeble frame: he preſſed me to his heart; 
he tenderly embraced me... I repulſed 
him with my trembling arm: he hyd- 
dered ; chen me; We ke from 


ground where he was kneeling, bd 
promiſing, with a faultering voice, to 
fend me EOS: e ek 


8 * 5 I; 


look vp,” revive, ſpeak te me. 0 


A was 


beed confined. to my apartment. Lady 


J was ſoon after led back to the 


| Caſtle by Lady Denmore, who informed | 
me, with a look which almoſt petrified 


my boſom, that her huſband had ſet out 


for London. I was now convinced that 
ſhe had, from the Caſtle window, beheld 


all that had happened: a frown which 


_ te could not ſuppreſs, © a fluſh of indig- 
nation which I could not but obſerve, 

gave proofs of reſentment mingled with 

_ diſdain. | I was wounded to the ſoul! _ 

I ſtole with tottering ſteps to my cham- 

ber, (get with the loſs of blood which 


hauſted BY oo conflicts 1 fell into a 
feverith lumber. - 


Since that period 1 yolterdy; 1 have 


Denmore frequently paſſed many hours 


nean my pillow! but wich 4 Seid fe 


. little calculated to ſooth the 
0 * an W nnn 
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ine I wrote my laſt letter, I have 


#44 


drefſ 


Why has my guardian leſt me to endure — | 
the ſeverity of Lady Denmor 
Why was I removed - 


Py 


* 


3 


which they teach the unfortunate-to 


* 


experience; an yect. 
7 would ofteneation appear, whe em- 


8 * Ws re the 
proudly enlightened mind is frequently 


condemned to bear the infolence of 
wealth, the pomp of pity, the vaunted 
humanity of pride, and the pang of 
ſmothered indignation. Grant me, ob 
grant me, Heayen, an humble inde 3 
ence; Whether i it be in the buſy din of 


heath, and I vin receive = caves 


— phllamtropy? How many belt] 
their —_ on the e Bong 


* 1 f 2 \ 
x - ae” 
<7 * 4 eo a þ LE! NS. any 5 wy 7 
. 


AAV 


Bt or in the pooreſt hovel of the deſert 


= 


A” 


| - 7h FALSE: FRIEND, 
The chamber of ſickneſs is the ſchool . 
of meditation. There the mind; ab- 
d firatted from trivial occupations, weighs 


in the even ſeale of juſtice all the pains 


and pleaſures of exiſtence. Reaſon 
there predominates over Prejudice, and 
we ſhake off her deceptive viſions, as 
Ge _ of truth . By mins. 


8975 n. aue to the Same. 1 


2 f 
x . . 1 # 


_ Juoe 2%, 118 
Ms ates I doſed. my laſt lerter, 


1 fell into a deep ſleep, which continue 
till I was ſtartled by a ruſtling in the 


beheld Lord Denmore Leated 
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apartment. On opening my eyes, 1 
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THE FALSE: FRIEND. „ 


Kiki on which I reſted. The ſurpriſe | 
which his preſence excited took from me 
the power of utterance. His counter 
nance was melancholy, his arms were 
folded his eyes, bent earneſtiy on mine, 
were full of tears. © Gertrude,” ſaid 
he, I truſt chat yo wilt*credic my 
ſincerity, when IL declare that, ſince I 
quitted the: Caſtle, 1 have never ceaſed to 

think of you.“ I could not reply, but b 

roſe from the ſofa, He took my arm, 
and gently placing it within his, ſup- 
ported my en ſteps pa the 
W * 975 2900997 n, | 
155 hope! you 3 are calkaſed with Lady | 
D attentions,” faid he; and 

that you begin to feel ſatisfied with your 

future home? Here you may command 
every thing that my fortune can procure. 
IL know of nothing in this trifling world 
j that can render me more happy than the 
1 conviction that you are ſo. Lanſwered 
| "IM? with 4 9 WY a ſigh 
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THE FALSE. FRIEND, 
which ſpoke the language of Nature, 


53 boundleſs. / vou make 'chanks x 


PR LO 
Saas 1 18. 


Lord Denmote 
Aid. Have vou already dearnt w 


Matter, Gertrude, ſaid he: „ 


my amiable Sitl, vou are ventuting on a 


a% 


71. 2 * 
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me; and if you wouldallowyour 


vot feel,” ſaid L % eee 57 Nh no 


c Then 1 feelings a are - ay - 
joined: Lord Denmore; 


forgiving,” 
«for my hy Flt tells me that you 


have lately had bur little cauſe to thank 


* 
* 


2 
* 
. 
# 


2:06 hve ich eee by ſome 
.undeſigntd megirQ,” aid L 4 ff L am 


i ” 12 7 4 | 1 ä 2 Ne | to 


vun rale FRIEND. = 1 


4 my en And Idfeferve . 
to feel it. But ſyou muſt not know the 
power you poſſeſs over in mint; br 
Ways + i, 4 AF corned ing to exetciſe 
it he I was confuſed, and trem- 
Lied); 0 enen were fixed upon the 
ground, and my rr beat with en- 
de gibs 
350 " Germuwe,” ts Lord Den- 
More, I begin to fear that you aret6o _ 
amiably too intereſting. I 1 9 75 
you moôre than L Gg mn. 
1 Not wan than 1 vi lets, ay. 


. | 
1 * "i i A 12 * 33g * HE S-Þ 89 
1 "x - * I 7 % * 
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6 This is ene uf: bangen 
1 he; © and wethould ner 
Build out hopes, where every ſtorm f 
fate is deſtined to deſtroy them: II. 
bad L eee ſweer flower, * an it 
e 5 ? . 


Tux FALSE FRIEND. ; 
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_ of a mountain, expoſed to every. change 


"of. atmoſphere, to A 1 85 


Ne vapours ? 


„do not comprehend you, oy 


Fe "Lords? faid I. 
It is not 4 500 thould,” replied my 


ot. «© You muſt be ignorant of 


-your- power, or 45 885 mw ute i it — a 
tyrant” „ 

% Why dy you: think 60, my Lord x 5 
Beeauſe you are a woman — a being 
. which we 85 88 by „ eee 
„ "Ob 1000 Sas rat which bots to. 

you far protection N. ſaid: I. 
Pretty reaſoner ! wat Lon: 
Denmere.: + Tam not te be convinced! 
Dy tho ſophiſtry of beauty. I. ſhalt not 
liſten where I am determined not tobe 
nN Jam a philoſopher in- the 
Khoo of. Natur 5, 1. Ba ſtudied her 
1 W 


diſplayed i its hues, and breathed forth its 
fragrance, would I place it at the ſummit 


; x 
; 
- 1 


35 
fafcinations; and I can reſiſt them, even 
from the lips, ar on the bluſh, of 3 its 
faireſt offspring. I am a eynic, a very 


IE! 4 4 


Ae hen my underſtanding i 1s likely 
to be the dupe of; my affections. * if 


A know. all ygur faults ; you are. proud and 
impatient; your ſenſibility is too acute 3 

Four reſentment too haſty.” _ ” 
4 25 75 ]viley, my 25 feld. I. | 


„ 


| mona. c But r a care how you 
 tranſgreſs in furure. I ſhall watch with 
| jealous eyes; I ſhall not ſuffer that 
bs proud 1 impetuous heart to tyranniſe with 
ih ee 
e Thdeed, my Lord „„ 
« Nay. !:no promiſes! 8 nene Den- 
more- I will be confident. I will 
rely on your prudence, your. diſerezian; 
vou, in your turn, ſhall command my 
oh Kaum my eſteem, my affection.“ 5 


1 


* Denmore. now catered the room, | 
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Jeſt of mottals;. 


| commenance 


cams: Ml 


HE FALSE -FRIEND. 


Fore his ſmile has ſomething in it more 
divine than human; perhaps being 
We a ſeen, ? it bear 8 j charm. which. 
Wi Reo by repetition, i 
Ile paſſes all his forenoons Stber 
in the library, or in walking round the 
moſt retired part of the grounds, He 
is neyer without à book for his com- 
;panion, excepting when he permits me 
to attend him, which has: bren the caſe 
for ſeveral ſucceſſive mornings. He 
then reads to me the moſt enlightened 
authors are ſelected for our ſtudies 
and we prolong the hours, ſometimes 
.till- non is, far adyanced, and Ladſ/ 
Denmore, having duinad re . ig 
pen our company ee 
It is perhaps ſomembat N lar 2 t 
| 0 far from waiting with. pled! , A 
_ 2 anxious; expeRtatian, ſor the approach- 
Ang feſtival,; I look forward, toit with 
a ſenſation of diſcontent.; becauſe I fear. 
: it will Ps: a riod. to our 9 


5 # 
1 BY 
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walks; that Lord Denmore will adopt 
ſome other plan of paſſing his morning © 
hours; and, being once inelined to 4 
| change his occupations, will reluftantly, 
or perhaps never, be induced to renew 
them, I am ſo charmed, fo'delighted | 
with our\ ſolitary rambles, that 1 know } 
not how I mould be able to endute any 1 
new method! of cultivating time; every | 
1 amuſement would ſeem to waſte it. 
Lady Denmore is aſtoniſhed that I 
and daily propoſes riding, muſie, driving 
her curricle, or fiſhing on the lake, 
which is formed by various and uniting 1 
ſtreams from the caſcade * is 2 
_ diſguſted: with: every. thing ruſtic :: but, 
notwithſtanding: her abhoreſits « f'.re- 0 
tirement, Lord Denmore has--relin=. 
quiſhed his ton eſtabliſnment; and, 
Whenever: either choice or buſimeſs 
demands his preſence, he reſides in 
* with the Ducheſs af 
. „ Aldborot I 


d rue ras ery. —© 
ough, his — the is 


Sir Hector Upas and his beautiſul 


Ern ; the Reverend Mr. Tre 
and: Miſs Emma Cecil; the 


8 in: terms of more than 
eſteem, when Mr. Treville was 


which left her at her 


A attendant: never Kailing to ice 


4 72388: FALSE FRIEND. 


of a decline, owing to the intemperince 
of his life while reſident on the con- 
tinent, and an annuity of eight hundred 
_ Was e to his * - 
the broad 1 ſea of = 8 a | finiſhed ae 
for the whole ſchool; of clerical non- 
deſcripts. Too polite: to be religious; 
too witty to be learned; too youthful to 
be ſerious; and. too handſome to be 
diſcreet :- in four words, a faſhi nable 
divine, divicely faibionable!. ! 
"Be 42 From the period of Mr. Treville's , 
return, he has been inrolled in the lift 
f Lady Denmore's . angle; and : 
though, the propriety of her conduct, 
and the gem ſhe entertains for, bs 
huſband; afford little hopes of h his date . 


a ſucceſsful votary, he is her g 


every opportunity of piquing her, pride, - 
| e her e by: Biting 


E 7 [FALSE FRIEND. | 8 


more, and. by pretending a a paſſion for 
all her female aſſociates. Notwith- 
ſtanding this violation of feeling and of 
friendſhip, He has contrived to hold a 
powerful ſpell over Lady Denmore's 
affections; and to inſinuate himſelf into 
the confidence of her Lord, who believes 
him to he one of the 3 Fred of 
mortals. 

I Continue to think that the ſombre 
caſt of rumination, which, by habitual 
indulgence, has marked Lord Denmore's 
features, is more impreſſive than even. 
the vivacity of other objects. Lord 
Denmore's figure is graceful; his coun- 
tenance. dark and regular; his eyes are 
black and 1 his teeth white; 

his complex ee, , fallow”: mw 


1 With "this wk peg you 5 785 
will eaſily perceive that Lord Denmore 
nd . 1: Wan hi 
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n FALSE FRIEND. Io 
while we lament that the gay perſpective 
is vaniſhed for ever; knowing that its 
only claim to, our attemion. Was the 
novehy of the moment. | 

I I heartily wiſh that the'd dn of e 

; wad fubſide, and that I could: once 
more, reſume the tranquil occupations 
of ſtudy and ſecluſion. Lord Denmore 
is the only being, in this gay eirele, 
Vbo evinces any thing like mental grati · 
l fication : ſill he ſteals Goes. * ifling 


ar. . — hn. pi. of; hid 4 
I promiſed to give you ſome dent 


A gueſts. Heaven. ſhield ay hand 
don the. ee e e WINIG 
5 A tes s with: the: dark. Bae of. "Pres 
ine of beende un Vet ir 
10 ee 55 . Gant... ace 
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brilliacey ; and to ſhew the deformity 
of vice, in the clear, bur faithful mirror 
of reflection: ſo e e 1 give you 
the group before me; | 
Lord Melcomb is an — pliant, 
well-bova - huſband; the viſcounteſs 
would be poliſhed; but the pebble 
muſt, in vain, attempt the luſtre of the 
Prilliant. Miſs Cecil is every thing, : 
and nothing; the” has a little of all 
things conſequential, and yet the ſum 
total of her acquirements ſcarcely ex- 
cceds the claim of inſignificance. Mr. 


Treville i is the e tome of every thing 
admired, and eve 


ry thing 0 Meolons 
while his good qualities; if he has any, 
are ſo tòtally eclipſed by vanitys chat he 
ſeems to act as a Perf etual ſhadov 

1 mag! ndovr 


1 gined _— 


Apres ſcewes' 5 "he — a mathe 
among the ephemera of (gaudy liſe; 

but in the 9 calm: ſecluſion of 
5 3 ganz; ae es reaſon 


rut FALSE FRIEND, 


reaſon and of ſtudy,” he is the very bon 
of intellect! I am aſtoniſhed when 1 
recollect that W is n to 2 * 
Denmore. AG 0 


Within theſe few days PR is ya 
at times, peeviſn and capricious. - She 


ridicules: my taſte for books, and has 
nore - than once | ſaid, that I ſhould 
ce « have made an excellent wife to ſuch a 
edant as Lord Denmore. I cannot 


account for my folly: .; but the remark 


called forth a; bluſh- upon” my” cheek, 


which the innocence of my heart was 


8 unnd to „ * _— 1ed— pro- 


Perhaps I was miſtaken. 


I often recolle& the . fc, D 


Weng ee was 4 in ber wiab. 


Lord Denmore ſnatched me; and 1 88 


contemplate the wild brook with a me- 
lancholy pleaſure, becauſe on its roug 
current I firſt experienced an intereſt ſo 
cops a ä io ts. „ 


e 2 


* enn e , * — 
| - — — — 


48 THE FALSE FRIEND; 


_ gratitude, that it never can be forgotten. 
Ah, Frances! Haan Lard Denmere in 


| breathe. To h him I DRY Cams, = 
c dn him its p ins or its — will 


his e, r my own Kt iN To 
Lady Denmoie I'am but little indebted; 


my. heart of e, e from inthe 


A ewell, r PI 
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Gertrude St. Leger, this child of Lord 
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1 5 " July 10, 1796. 
H Pa 3 is the mind 


of woman! How often are we the 


dupes of appearances; and how prone 
to apprehenſions which aſſail an under- 
mine our happineſs! - 

Tou will $9 perceive aha "Y am 
. alarmed, ſuſpicious: is 


Denmore's adoption! — what is there 


* 
a 


25 


about this emancipated wonder, that 
melts every boſom into ſympathy, that 
abſorbs the very ſoul, and claims the 


undivided attentions even of the en. 
we the 1 . Dan 


N F 
3 je. . © 1 ES 2 — a 44 4k 
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Fet ] will believe that ſhe is virwous; 
Iwill hope that my huſband is honor- 
able. The memory of a loſt friend 
may mould the heart to indelible im- 
preſſions, ſuch as pity may applaud, and 
_ reaſon ſanftion by eſteem. But eſteem 
1s a placid, ſteady ſentiment; it is a 
clear and tempered flame; it warms, 
but does not dazzle; it may be partici- 
pated; it does not monopolize every 

thought, faſten on every faculty, poſſeſs 
the ſoul, and command, , 5 
command, all its affections. 

: What is the ſpell which binds Lavd 
Denmore's heart to the intereſt of this 
ſtranger? I am bewildered by con- 
jectures. Develope the myſtety; 
convince me by your beter judgment; 

ſooth my wounded — and tran- 

| TO: my imagin⸗ 15 

Gertrude has been ſlightly difou oſed 

1 "nd Lord Denmore's. e e was 
more marked than reaſonable. He 

. 2 


i» 


THE FALSE FRIEND. Ft 
could not, with all his aſſumed ſerenity, 
conceal it. I found him watching 
while ſhe ſlumbered; I have ſeen him 
loſe the colour of his cheek, when the 
complained of pain, or evinced uneaſi- 
neſs. The language he utters when he 

addreſſes her, is the language of affec- 
tion. Even in her preſence he com- 
mends with rapture; and, when ſhe- 
4s abſent, his mind becomes reſtleſs, as 
though the vacuum could bear no other 
object. Gertrude is an artful girl; 
- Lord Denmore is but a mortal: I 
am his wife ; and the ſucceſſor ol f paſſin, 
is fatiety. . 
This as in his manner, ths 
Salton: this enchainment of ſoul, 
was firſt diſcovered by Mr. Treville. 
He ſuggeſted to me the danger of 
foſtering ſuch in inmate, and the ridicule 
which my tame acquieſcence would 
excite in the world of ſpirit and 15 
ment. I have no proof that Genrade | 


cas; oe ii 
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132 THE FALSE FRIEND. | 
is the orphan of Major St. Leger; 1 
may be deceived; and this ſeeming 
child of nature, this miracle of ſenti- 
ment and beauty, is, perhaps, ſome 
artſul wanton, ſelected for the licentious 
embraces of an inconſtant huſband. 1 
will ' extract the thorn which rankles in 
my boſom ; I will not wither in the mazes 
of ſuſpicion. I will either prove Lord 
Denmore guiltleſs, or I will demand a an 
immediate ſeparation, . 

Why was I ever united to a man 
whoſe diſpoſition is ſo unlike my own? | 
Why was I perſuaded to facrifice the | 

early affections of my heart at the tinſel 
altar of ambition? I can admire Lord 
Denmore 8 underſtanding ; I can revere 
the opinions which it has adopted; 
as a preceptor, as a brother, I could 
love him — but, as # huſband, the 

E refinement. of my feelings will never 
give him a claim beyond reſpect and 
friendſhip. Tou will ſay that I am 
EE > So ag | Jealous. . 


* 
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"THE FALSE FRIEND. 5 
| Jealous of his attentions, and you will 
conſider that fingle ſenſation as a tacit 
denial of all that I. have written: ah! 

my deareſt madam, you know but little 
of the human heart, if you are not 
ſenſible that there are many kinds of 
jealouſy”: | the jealouſy of pride, of 
envy, of friendſhip, and of love. Mine, 
of Lord Denmore, originates in the 
firſt; of the laſt, I need not tell. you 
where the object dwells who can ex- 
cluſively excite it : ſuch a declaration: 
would ſeem like a reproof; and 1 feel 


too proud a ſenſe of your goodneſs 


in every inſtance, excepting only one, 
to utter a thought which may have the 
appearance of . 


- 
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LETTER VII. 
2 be Same fo the Same. 


3 555 July 74, 1756. 
. morning, on entering Lord Den- 
more's library unexpeRtedly, I found him 
earneſtly employed in reading a letter. 
His confuſion was evident; he haſtily, 
and with a trembling. hand folded the 
cover; then ſpoke. rapidly on ſeveral 
trifling ſubjects, till he found a con- 
venient moment for n Raving; 
me. 8 
| By the ſide of the hair, on which 
he had been ſeated, I found a ſmall lock 
of auburn hair, beautifully braided. It 
was of the ſame colour as the deceitful 
Gertrude's! 1 ſecured this proof of her 
confidence : I ſecured it to convict their 
crime, and to n my juſt reſent- 
| ment. 
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ment. This is not a chimera of the 
brain: the ſorcereſs Jealouſy has not 
conjured up a phantom to miſlead me. 
The evidence amounts to ſuch con- 
viction as ſhall make the libertine 

_ confeſs his folly, while the ſhrewd, 

ſubtle, foft, domeſtic ſerpent, ſhall ſhrink 
at her own falſehood, _ _ = 
How wiſely did Mr. Treville warn. 

me of my danger; how prophetic were 
his words.“ Tou will be the dupe of 
your miſtaken confidence, when your 
humiliation is complete; for contempt. 
will awaken you from your dream, to. 
mock your credulity.” | 5 
I am awakened! I ut 1 aden 

henenth the laſh of ridicule! But I 
will yet have ſtronger - proofs. I will 
devote ten days to inceſſant watching. 
They ſhall not efcape the prying eyes of 
wounded honour ; and, ſtrengthened by 
the certitude of their infamy, by the 
„ of ſcorn, I will then act * : 1 
„ -"u4 | 


- 
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LETTER IX. 
' GenTrvDE to FRANCES. 


5 TEES July 18, rig | 
Taz wearineſs of diſguſt hourly 
augments, with the unmeaning gaiety 
of the ſcene before me; and what the 
ſpirit of vivacity would eagerly enjoy, 
what the animated boſom of thought- 
leſs youth would deem the very exceſs. 
of delight, ſeems to me but a tedious 
epocha, devoted to folly and diſnpation. 
The morning is uſniered in with ruſtic 
ſports; the hour of noon is devoted 
to feſtivity; and the evening cloſes 
amidſt ſmiles, produced by the moſt 
exhilarating ſcenes; where muſic, dan- 
cing, and a ſupper, ſerved with all the 
elegance of rural decoration, blend 
to enchant and faſcinate every indi- 

vidual, 
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vidual, excepting the Penſtve, melan- 
choly Gertrude! #5 
Why am I thus thoughtfully ibs. 
thropic? why do I ſteal away from 
the lively group, and ſtroll alone among 
woods, gloomy and ſolitary? Why, 
when the ſmile of joy animates every 
cheek, —ah ! why is mine alone con- 
ſcious of a tear, which neither. reaſon 
nor the force of example can ſuppreſs 2 
Frances, there is ſomething: unde- 
ſcribably torturing in the | uncertainty 
which marks my fate. I have grown 
from childhood in a ſtate of expectation; 
hope has been perpetually taught to 
tremble, and fear has ſo often agitated 
my boſom, that the ſenſe of reſiſtance, 
the ſtrong nerve of fortitude is at 
laſt become inert and feeble. I now 
look forward to ſome change of ſitu- 
ation painfully humiliating; I ſcarcely 
dare anticipate. an hour of happineſs; 
We even the W that preſent 
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themſelves ſeem but flattering viſions, 
as fleeting as they are deceptive. Ah! 
my friend! wretched is the mortal 
whoſe hopes hang on the fragile thread, 
which every breath of calumny may 
ſhake; which every change of ſenti- 
ment, - ſpringing either from caprice or 
male volence, may rend aſunder. 
How am I to exiſt in this ſtate of 
myſterious dependence? If, after months 
and years of aſſiduous gratitude I ſhould, 
in an unfortunate moment, offend my 
patron, what. will be my deſtiny? 
Perhaps I ſhall be driven to ſeek for 
ſupport from a taunting world to 
depend on the ſmiles of the unfeeling, 
or to fink beneath the frowns of the 
wealthy and oſtentatious. Dreadful hu- 
miliation! How ſhould I bear it? 
Could this proud, this ſuſceptible heart, 
ſtoop to the debaſement of flattering 
the unworthy Could this tongue utter 
de language of a ſervile ſycophant? 
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fawn on the vicious, court the aban- 
doned, — praiſe where 1 deſpiſe, and 
yield where I felt conſcious of taps: 
riority Impoſſible! 
I contemplate the group _— rt 
1 am ſurrounded I contemplate them 
with a mixture of diſguſt and pity; 
while I conſider Lord Denmore as 
a ſuperior conſtellation, ſhedding. its 
ſolitary. light over a dark hemiſphere. 
I am neither faſtidious nor ſplenetic; 
I will give you a fair and candid der 
ſcription of my aſſociates as I received 
it from Lord Denmore, and then leave 
you to form your own opinion. 
„Lord Melcomb is one of thoſe 


1 of mortals who are born neither to degrade 


nor benefit ſociety. | He is tenacious of 
the rank in life to which Fortune has 
conſigned him; and, conſidering a title 
as the ſure paſſport to reſpect, pays little 
regard to the virtues of private life, - or 
: endo of public reputation. He 
| v6 


rn e ID 
may be ſaid to live without taſting any _ 
of the pleaſures of exiſtence: he eats, 
drinks, and ſleeps, becauſe it is natural 
to do ſo; he encourages the arts, be- 
cauſe he is fond of being thought their 
patron. He is indiſcriminately gene- 
rous, merely to augment the number of 
his dependents; and he enters into the 
prodigalities of the trifling world, for no 
other reaſon than to evince his ſuperior 
rank” over ach vue” etal Tow nw 
e With hav aifpofition to o follow 78 
destens becauſe they led to a falſe 
conſequence, and afforded him a degree 
of celebrity which neither refined feeling, 
nor a ſuperior organization of mind, 
eould procure for him, he ſtarted upon 
ahi rown at an early age; poſſeſſed of a 
| handſome perſon, great ſuavity of man- 
ners, a peculiar ſweetneſs: of temper, 
= 1 accompliſnments, and 
the * of a 3 fortune, 


1 FS 
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But, in order to counteract theſe ſuper- 
ficial claims, Nature had impreſſed his 
mind with a conſtitutional timidity; 
which every breath could awaken, and 
every trivial circumſtance alarm. By 
this unfortunate characteriſtic, he was at 
once the ſlave and the dupe of his 
dependents. He ſhruak at the ſlighteſt 
imputation of error; and trembled at 
- thoſe calumnies which his reſolution 
ought to have ſuppreſſed: After wan 
dering about the world in ſearch of hap- 
pineſs; after ſquandering thouſands in 
the purſuit of pleaſures, whieh his ca- 
pricious ne ver- reſting mind was inca- 
pable of enjoying; he reſolved to ſeek- 
a partner for life in ſome wealthy dame} 
whoſe fortune might repair his ſhattered 
finances, and whoſe: commanding ſpirit 
might eee . a * 
conduct. 13 DAG. 
This ſpecies of domeſtic _ ndage 
Was ſoon obtained. The Lord wanted a 
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rich wife ; the Lady ſighed for a titled 
huſband. The uſeleſs forms of court- 
ſhip were too unfaſhionable for this 
worldly. pair; the folly of love and ſen- 
timental attachment was beneath their 
exalted opinions; they met, they eſti- 
mated their mutual advantages, and they 
were married. | 

| © The reins of government ka now 


at the diſpoſal of his better half, Lord 


Melcomb patiently reſigned himſelf to 
a tacit inſignificance. His name was 
' ſcarcely mentioned in the world of ſplen- 
dour ; and his hours were divided be- 
tween the ſociety of a few profeſſional 
. dependents, and the wholeſome. lectures 


of his deſpotic arbitreſs. He retained 
nothing of nobility, but his name; a 


name once diſtinguiſhed on the annals 
of heroic warfare ; a name which was 


once the leaſt, as it is now the greateſt, 


ent N its poſſeſſor. r 


„ Lord 


* 
r = 
— 
„ 
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ct Lord Denmore, from his youth, has 
been the intimate of Lord Melcomb's 
family. He has been one of the very 
few, who have not aided their ſtar'sdeſcent 
on the horizon of faſhion; or, like a 
ſummer cloud, eclipſed its rays, even 
in the zenith of their luſtre. His friend- 
ſhip has nor deſerted the ſinking conſe- 
quence of his friend, though his indig- 
nation has never failed to mark the 
vulgar importance of his aſſociate; who; 
ſprung ſrom nothing, is perpetually 
aiming at every thing ; and whoſe origin 
glares, with unequivocal traits, through 
the gilded veil which Fortune has 
thrown over its poſſeſſor. Such is the 
portrait of Lord Melcomb and his fair 
tutoreſs ; of whom [I ſhall probably give 
you a more enlarged reſemblance at . 
future period. | 


| Wich regard to Sir Hedtor Ups 
ad his lovely bride, I ſhalt briefly re- 


peat Lord Denmore s words:“ Sir 
Hector 


—— 
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Hector is an illiterate, Pompous block- 
head; an oſtentatious, vain, avaricious 
peculator; a man whom Science knows 
not, but whom the Arts have raiſed to 
opulence and ſplendour. Accuſtomed 
to tyrannize, he is an enemy to every 
ſpecies of merit which oppoſes the rights 
of ſuperior mental worth to the adven- 
titious claims of fortune. Sir Hector 
originally moved in the- Iowly ſphere of 
a ſcavenger. His perambulations in 
the duſt- cart of his anceſtors firſt fired 
his mind with ideas of an. exalted nature : . 
from thence he looked down upon the 
multitude; till deſtiny removed him 
from the car of honeſt induſtry to the 
| honours of a night-cellar in the vicinity 
of St. Giles's. Here he became ac- 
quainted with an eccentric noble man, | 
. Whoſe capricious fancy frequently led 
im, to the midnight haunts of vulgar . 
diſſipation. | Hector was a ſhrewd boy ; ; 
the peer was an obſerver of nature. 
oo ee The 
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T he protegte became worthy of the 
patron ; M and Hector was ſoon exalted to 
the rank of confidential purveyor of the 
pleaſurable department. 
Here he did not fail to promote 
the intereſt he had acquired; and his 
Lord, being a dilitanti in the fine arts, 
the pliant deputy ſoon became an adepft 
in their moſt intricate occupations. The 
facrifice of innocence, the. annihilation of 
_ domeſtic peace, and the ruin of a friend, 
by the machinations: of intrigue or the 
tricks of a gaming- table, were now 
familiar to him. Thus, all accom- 
pliſhed, he became the maſter of his 
employer's ſecrets, and conſequently the 
ruler of his actions. What he could 
not acquire by cunning, he obtained by 
effrontery; till, partly by addreſs, and 
partly by arrogance, he hourly enriched 
himſelf, though poverty and the loſs =. 
reputation menaced his unthinking er em- * 
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e The noble patron died—unpitied, 
unlamented ! The pride of his family. 
trembled, when the truſty Hector be- 
came the entire poſſeſſor of that taliſman, 
which was to mark the memory of his 
deceaſed employer. Added to his un- 
bounded ſcope of power, on the ſcore of 
ſecret anecdote, wherein all the vices of 
the human heart were regiſtered with a 
vaunted exactitude; where pompous 
villany frowned deſtruction on the 
unfortunate, and oppreffion hurled its 
pernicious arrows at the unſuſpecting 
breaft of innocence ; this ſapient miniſter 
of vice received a legacy of five thou- 
fand pounds, with the wardrobe and- 
_ jewels of the deceaſed libertine. Thus 
equipped with the means of following 
Fortune to her moſt propitious regions, 
the conſequential Upas embarked with. 
powerful recommendations, for the pro- 
 Ific plains of Aſia; where, innured from 
his infancy to dirty occupations, he roſe 


{ 
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by his own lightneſs; and while his moſt 
eſtimable and. diſtinguiſhed contempo- 
raries toiled flowly up the rugged road 
of fame, or laboured for Fortune's fa- 
vours, to employ them in the ſerviee of 
benevolence, he ſoared like a peſtilential 
cloud, and amidſt the reiterated groans 
of deſolation, triumphed with impunity. 
. « Eighteen years completed the ca- 
reer of Fortune ; at the termination of 
which period he ſet fail for England; 
his boſom armed againſt compunttion ; 
his groſs unwieldy form bloated by 
luxury ; his memory of paſt events be- 
come torpid; and his hopes of future 
greatneſs as boundleſs as his fortune. 
He feared not the tauntings of an en- 
vious world, or the retroſpect which 
officious biographers may take of events, 
long buried in the obſcurity of time. 
The illiterate Hector poſſeſſed a brilliant 
fortune; and the brightneſs of his claims 


e the eyes of — juſtice.” 
Such 


= 
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Such was the hiſtory which Lord 
Denmore gave me; and ſuch is the man 
whom the world receives without a 
bluſh of heſitation ;_ who diſgraces the 
ſoil in which he roſe to ſplendour ; to- 
whom the worthy and the enlightened. 
are compelled to: yield precedence ; and 
who, bloated with the prodigality of 
wealth, dares boldly to infult the pre- 
eminence of genius! and who knows 
but Time, as he paſſes over this ill- judg- 
ing, undiſcriminating ſphere, may behold: 
this weed, this rank weed, ſprung from 
the very dregs of filth and proftigacy, 
marked by thoſe honours, which ſhould. 
reward the ſons of virtue and of valour l. 
Lord and Lady Melcomb are gone to- 
Bath for a few days. When I am, better. 
acquainted with their pretenſions to 
notice, I ſhall make them ** e ns 
of a future letter den 
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LETTER X. 


_ The Same to the Same. | 


6g 


- Had Caſtle, Toby 22, 4 


AF Au not inperttifils; I am, no be- 
Hiever ! in that undefinable impulſe which 
is generally called preſentiment. 
I know not why, but a trembling agi- 
tation at times poſſeſſes my heart; and I 
fear ſome unknown power, at the ſame 
moment that I ought to reft confident of 
protection. | 
Lord Denmore ! he does my 1 
ſeel a pulſation doubly quickened, while 
7 write his name ? 


Yet, | 


ts 
3 1 
* 


Lord Denmore is 


my guardian, my friend; 1 am the child 
of his adoption; and yet—Ah! Frances! 
S I tremble. 

Lady Denmore is wholly ha m 
- her conduct towards me. 


* 


There is a 
e 
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cold reſerve in her manner, a ſeverity in 
her frown, a ſmiling contempt# or a 
ſullen taciturnity, perpetually predomi- 
nating over the conſtrained civilities due 
to me as her gueſt, and as the profegee 
of her huſband. Lord Denmore has 
remarked the change ; to me he has re- 
marked it! I forbore to make any 
comment which might ſound like the 
complaining of a diſcontented ſpirit. 
Yet, though my tongue was filent, my 
heart poured forth the deep ſigh of ſor- 
row; and the throb of regret could not 
be chaſed away by the ſmile of forced 
. | 

Under the influence of prejudice, the 
nobleſt paſſions of the mind are fre- 
quently perverted; and the mild, the 
ſoul-enchanting affections are too often 
contaminated by opinions which poiſon all 
their ſweetneſs. Lady Denmore's youth, 
her beauty, her accompliſhments, ſhould 
exonerate her, at leaſt, from the 1 impu- 
1 l ta. ion 
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tation of one failing. She does not, ſhe 
cannot, entertain a jealous thought; ſhe 
will not condeſcend to fear a rival; ſhe 
dares not ſuſpect ne of CI ber 
huſband of inſidelit x. 

Then why am I alarmed? _ do I 
doubt and tremble ? why does the cir- 
culation .quicken. at my heart, when 1 
reflect that Lord Denmore is heacefarth 

deſtined to be the tutor of my youth, 
the guide of all my actions? Is it the 
timidity of reſpect; the veneration which 
is due to his virtues ? Does this appre- 
henſion originate in that awe Which a 
ſuperior being never fails to awaken in 
minds conſcious of their own fallibility ? 
It muſt be ſo. What elſe can agitate, 
alarm, perplex, and ſhake me? With 
a firm reliance on his rectitude, on my 
own principles of honour, . what can 
I have to apprehend ? ? I Will be juſt to 
him and to myſelf; I will fear nothing: : 
1 will 
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cold reſerve in her manner, a ſeverity in 
her frown, a ſmiling contempt# or a 
ſullen raciturnity, perpetually predomi- 
nating over the conſtrained civilities due 
to me as her gueſt, and as the profegze 
of her huſband. Lord Denmore has 
remarked the change ; ; to me he has re- 
marked it! I forbore to make any 
comment which might ſound like the 
complaining of a diſcontented ſpirit. 
Let, though my tongue was ſilent, my 
heart poured forth the deep ſigh of ſor- 
row; and the throb of regret could not 
be chaſed away by the ſmile of 2 
forbearance. 

Under the influence of prejudice, the 
nobleſt paſſions of the mind are fre- 
quently perverted ; and the mild, the 
ſoul-enchanting affections are too often 
contaminated by opinions which poiſon all 
their ſweetneſs. Lady Denmore's youth, 
her beauty, her accompliſhments, ſhould 
exonerate her, at leaſt, from the impu- 


* 


; „ © 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 71 


tation of one failing. She does not, ſhe 
cannot, entertain a jealous thought; ſhe 
will not condeſcend to fear a rival; ſhe 
dares not ſuſpe& me of a ber 
huſband of infidelity. on 

Then why am I alarmed? he do I 
doubt and tremble ? why does the cir- 
culation . quicken. at my heart, when I. 
reflect. that Lord Denmore is henceforth 
deſtined: to be the tutor of my youth, 
the guide of all my actions? ls it the 
timidiry of reſpect; the veneration which 
is due to his virtues ? Does this appre- 
henſion originate in that awe which a 
ſuperior being never fails to awaken in 
minds conſcious. of their own fallibility ? 
It muſt be ſo. What elſe can agitate, 
alarm, perplex, and ſhake me? With 
a firm reliance on his re&itude, on my 
own principles of honour, what can 
T have to apprehend ? I will be juſt to 
him and to myſelf; I will fear nothing : 


I will 


k . rr a 
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1 will teach this capricious Lady Den- 
more to eſteem me; to permit, to 
ſanction, the friendſhip of my patron. 

You will ſay, it is eaſier to alarm 
a jealous mind, than to convince it. 
Yet, as Lady Denmore is offended 
without reaſon, ſo, by reaſon, may ſhe 
be taught to. pardon. I will hope 
]- will endeavour to be tranquil. Fate 
cannot be ſo barbarous, as to remove 
me from the ſolitude of innocence; to 
place me in a path of peri}, where 
my reaſon cannot guide me * 
e 
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LETTER 1 e 


The Ducheſs of ALDzoroven to Lai 
DENMORE. 


8 July ' "WS * 


Wirz undeſcribable ſorrow T peruſed 
your laſt letter. I traced in every line 
the conflicts of a mind miſguided by 


ſelf. love; and, without taking time to 


examine the cauſes of its ſuſpicions, 
anticipating their effects. TORT 
Beware, my Harriet, beware how you 
harbour a ſtranger paſſion in your boſom? 
a paſſion the moſt pernicious, the moſt 
deceptive, that- can contaminate the 
human heart. Believe me, the poiſon 
of jealouſy is more ſubtle than the moſt 
potent drug; more certain than the 
moſt contagious diſeaſe to which the 


mortal frame is ſubjected by Nature. 
VOL. I. Mn E | | If 
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If the counſels of a mother and a friend, 


if the honour of your family or the 
affections of your huſband, be yet dear 
to you, I charge you, by each and by all, 


to reſiſt, to vanquiſh this fiend that will 


deſtroy you. 


Gertrude St. Leger is entitled to 


your ſympathy, to your protection, 
becauſe ſhe is unfortunate. If pity for 
her inexperienced youth, her orphaned 
| Infancy, her dependent ſituation, will 
not plead in behalf of ſuch a being; 
let pride, and the conſciouſneſs of 
your own claims, ſhield your boſom: 
againſt the ſhafts of envy and detrac- 
tion. Repulſe the buſy meddling fool, 
who, would awaken a ſcorpion: that will 


Ring you; and let him feel, that 


neither artifice nor ealumny can deſtroy 
that ſacred ſpell, which unites. your 


Ifear 


af * 
3 
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Il fear that the period of my intended 
viſit to Denmore Caſtle muſt ſtill be 
protracted. My health demands the 
conſtant attendance of a phyſician; and 
the declining hour of age is beſt em- 
ployed in that ſtillneſs of meditation, 
which your gay and: giddy circle. would 
perpetually interrupt. I muſt therefore, 
at leaſt for the preſent, decline your 
invitation. If I were diſpoſed to over- 
come the ſcruples which my love of 
quiet ſuggeſts, the ſubject of your laſt 
letter would counteract the effort. 1 
ſhould bluſh to witneſs either your 
folly or the humiliation of the ul fated 
Gertrude. 
Again I conjure” you not to cheriſh 
_ thoſe deftrutive fears, which have, 
in defiance: of your ſober judgment, 
erept into your heart. Conſider the 
orphan Gertrude as a rare exotic, tranſ. 
planted to a gaudy parterre; where, 
—_ ſurrounded with many roſes, it 
E 2 is 
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is alſo aſſailed by thorns, and over- 
ſhadowed with weeds. Suffer the ſweet 

flower to expand, before you cruſh it. 

Permit not the breath of ſlander to 

contaminate its freſhneſs; and, above 

all, let not its beauty be thrown, exclu- 

ſively, on the FIT of Lord Den- 

more. 


LETTER XII. 


Lady Devuonr to the Ducheſs of 
| | ALDBOROUGH. 


{ 
| 
'2 
| 
1 
| 


Denmore Caſtle, July 27, tons. 

Yous precepts have ever beep. ſacred 
to my heart. I have followed them 
implicitly, from a conviction that they 
flowed from the pureſt ſource ; from a 
mind fraught with the gentleſt virtues, 
and a boſom warmed by the affections 
of 


r s a es 
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of a benignant nature. Yet, in the 
preſent moment of deſpair, I cannot 
obey you. Gertrude is a domeſtic ſer- 
pent; Lord Denmore is a ſeducer. 
Hear my ſtory : draw from its tenor 
your own inference, and then acquit me 
of unworthy ſuſpicions. It has lately 
been Lord Denmore's cuſtom to paſs 
fome hours in his library, after the 
domeſtics retire to reſt, The inquietude 
of his mind could not eſcape obſervation 
leſs vigilant than mine; and the ſingular 
ſecluſion which he chooſes at midnight- 
could not fail to cheriſh ſuſpicions al- 
ready excited in my boſom. For the 
purpoſe of receiving that conviction, 
which might exonerate me from the 
imputation of jealouſy ill- founded, laſt 
4 f . 
night I reſolved on making an experi- 
ment which ſhould either prove his 
guilt, or reſtore my mind to its inter- 
rupted tranquillity, At midnight I 
deſcended from my chamber, reſolved 
| LY to 


| 
| 
S 
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to ruſh into the preſence of my falſe 
huſband, and to accuſe the ſmiling hy- 
pocrite, whom, at that moment, I con- 
fidered as the deſtroyer of my happineſs. 
Tremblingly 1 approached the door, 
and was preparing to enter the room, 
when Lord Denmore's voice exclaimed, 
Oh, angel! injured and beloved 
angel! this ſilent hour I dedicate to 


| thee.” I could. ſcarcely ſupport my 


finking frame. I ſighed, I ſhuddered. 
Again he ſpoke, and again I heard him 


utter, When, when ſhall I experience 


that long-looked-for hour, which ſhall 
unite us eternally? Soon ſhall 'this 
weary, painful ſcene be cloſed ; and the 
bond, which makes life hateful, ſhall be 
broken.” As he articulated theſe words; 


he walked haſtily about the room; his 


voice was faultering, and, at ſome mo- 


ments, ſcarcely audible. My conſter - 


nation was unde ſcrib abel! 
As 
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As he finiſhed the laſt ſentence, I 
heard a kind of ruſtling on the ſtaircaſe; 
and concluding that ſome of the domeſ- 
tics, in the intereſt of my guilty huſband, 
were placed to watch me, I haſtily 
returned to my. chamber. In a few 
minutes Lord Denmore preſented him. 
ſelf before me: his features bore evi- 
dence of his ſecret thoughts; he was 
abſent and myſterious; his cheek at- 
tempted a complacent ſmile ; but the 
effort was counteracted by the inſolence 
of diſguſt, while my heart was doubly 
wounded by his falſehood. The night 
paſſed; in ſullen taciturnity. 3 
Soon after breakfaſt, Mr. Treville 
requeſted leave to ſpeak with me alones 
« I have ſomething to communicate 
which nearly intereſts your feelings,” 
faid he; and my eſteem for you. is 
ſuch, that I cannot any longer behold _ 
you the dupe of artful machinations.” 
This was conveyed in a whiſper ; and no 
z 4 perſon 
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perſon being near the balcony where we 
ſtood, I replied, without apprehenſion, 
« Beexplicit; to what do you allude, and 
whom am I to ſuſpe& ?” 

« Promiſe that you will be prudent,” 
faid Mr. Treville, „for, of all cha- 
racters upon earth, that of a miſchief- 
maker is my averſion. . But my regard 
for virtue and for you 1s not to be ſwayed 
by prudential motives ; I cannot metho- 
dize my feelings where they tend to 
promote. your felicity.” He now drew 
from his pocket a letter, addreſſed to 
Lord Denmore. It was the ſame which 
I had before obſerved my huſband read- 
ing. I remembered the mourning wax, 
and the ſmallneſs of the impreſſion. 
The edges of the paper are worn- away 
with frequent folding; ſome of the 
lines are nearly effaced, as if with tears. 
Every word is a volume of guilt; every 
_ expreſſion will convict the writer, and 
ſtamp indelible diſgrace upon the mon- 

TEN ſter 
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ſter who has deceived me. This is not 
the reſentment of imaginary wrongs ; 
J have now brought conviction to a 
climax; and my vengeance ſhall be as 
ſingular as the magnitude of their 
in. : 


) 


(Lerter incliſed in the preceding.) 


«T am a new-created being! I live, 
I breathe only for your happineſs! All 
the claimg of ' gratitude and honour, all 
the meek proprieties of life, are violated, 
and yet I exiſt; I bluſh while I confeſs 
the important ſecret, I exiſt, only in 
your affections. | . 
- « How, oh! tell me how I ſhall meet 
thoſe eyes, which will read on my 
burning cheek the conſciouſneſs of 
error ? Whither ſhall I fly; to avoid 
the reproaches of that mortal, ' whoſe 
enn cenſure will be too mild for the 
E 5 enormity 
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enormity of my guilt. Remove me 
from this ſcene of painful recollection, 
where every object ſeems to reproach 
me, and every pleaſure ſinks into * 5 
ſadneſs of compunction. b 

« Ah! wherefore am the dupe of my 
own heart? Why do I believe that it 


| ' guarded againſt the anguiſh, the 


acute anguiſh of conſcious reprehenfion ? 
Why do I vainly imagine, that I am 
fafe from peril at the very moment 
when I raſhly throw myſelf upon 
your mercy? Miſguided# woman k 
thou art thy own deſtroyer ! 288 
eonfidence of virtue leads thee, ſtep 
after ſtep, to the margin of deſtruction, 
and there abandons thee, either a prey 
to the arcifice of others, or the hopeleſs 
victim of a diſappointed paſſion. 
ce Ho torturing, is the conflict which 
my ſoul is deſtined to endure! Ho] 
difficult is the * Nu reaſon 
eee : 
CC- « Why: 
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« Why do I love you? Why do [ 


lean on that boſom for ſupport, which 


is too feeble to ſuſtain my ſinking for- 
titude? Had you been worthy of my 
heart, you would not have cheated its 
affections by the treachery of hope. 
You would have ſtrengthened the frailty 
of my nature; you would have been 
my guide through the wildering mazes 
of a deceitful world. Ah! my Lord! 
Aſk your own conſcious boſom, what 
has been your conduct? 
« Can I hope to hold that iſh 

attachment, which is ſceptical even of 
its own fidelity? which dares not 


truſt its profeſſions of faith, and reſtrains 
the graced- benignity of candour, . leſt 


it ſhould unfold ſuch feelings as . 
would render tranſient. 0 
«Deareſt Denmore! youhave eſtranged 
me from all other objects: you hive) ts 
it were, enfolded me within your boſom; 
I. court no other aſylum; I can derive 
E 6 bvaitality 
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vitality from no other home. If I am 
driven from the ſanctuary which is pre- 
ſented by the idol of my foul, I muſt 
ceaſe to live: and yet, Would to Heaven 
I could become an apoſtate! for every 
ſentiment of my mind, which reaſon has 
not deſerted, hourly convinces me that 
my idolatry is criminal; that my puniſn- 
ment will be terrible and certain.“ 


LETTER XIII. 


GERTRUDE 7% FRANCES. 


July 28, 1796. 
| How ſtrange, how incomprehenſible i is 
the progreſs of my deſtiny! I ſleep 


. to cheriſh viſions which poiſon - 
my repole; and I awake but to ex- 


perience a new ſcene of ſorrow. 


1 


Lord . 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 85 


Lord. Denmore's conduct is replete 
with myſtery. I am inquiſitive, fearful, 
aſtoniſhed, —and yet bewildered ! Laſt 
night I did not retire to my chamber 
till the clock ſtruck twelve: I had read 
till I was weary, but my ſenſes were 
little inclined to reſt; and ſleep feemed 
to have forſaken thoſe eyes, which are 

now perpetually dimmed with tears. 
I entered my chamber where every 
thing was impreſſively melancholy. The 
moon ſhone through the gothic caſe- 
ments; and the wind gently moaned. 
along the battlements which furround 
the Caſtle. I looked fearfully on every 
fide, and trembled at my own ſhadow ; 
a tremour thrilled through my boſom : 
and the ſound of any thing ſtirring 
in the ſpacious apartment would, at 
that moment, have terrified me to mad- | 

ne, 

The chamber was hung with ide 
TONE: ; gigantic features on every fide 
ſeemed 
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ſeemed to frown upon me: my bed 
looked like a funeral bier; my heart 
throbbed quick, and my tottering ſteps 
feebly bore me towards the door. I 
opened it; the wide ſtaircaſe preſented 
itſelf to my view; again a fearful. 
throbbing ſmote my heart; but hearing 
ſome of the family ſtill in the library, 
and fancying that: a book, which I had. 
been reading but not fiſhed, would 
divert my mind, 1 ſummoned en 
and deſcended. 1 1155 

On eben the a I: found: 
Lord 'Denmore, walking haſtily. to and 
fro, and holding a handkerchief” to his 
eyes with evident agitation.. I would. 
have retired ; but he darted forward, as: 
if awakened from a reverie, and eateh- 
ing my hand, Gertrude, ſaid he, 
« what brings you hither? Why do: 
you ſeek. to torture me? Itrembled—- 


6 Gertrude; 
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- « Gertrude,” continued Lord Den- 
more with increaſed perturbation, * this 
library is the only place on the habicable 
globe where I can indulge my foul 
in the ſad luxury of forrow. Hither 
I retire, to unburthen my full hearc; 
to talk in fancy with a viſion, which 
is at once my ſolace and my ſource 
of incurable deſpair! Do you not be- 
hold it?“ e 
e What, my Lord?“ ſaid T fearfully. 

« A pale and beauteous vifion! —4 
murdered angel! ” 

F trembled, and concluding that his. 
fenſes were diſordered, taking his con- 
vulſive arm, led him towards the ſofa. 
* Depart,” ſaid he fternly; * if 
you value my eſteem, depart; haſten. 
to your chamber, and leave me to my 
ſelfiſh ſorrow. I am ſtrangely, terribly, 
afflicted! my mind is troubled, "almoſt. 
to. frenzy: leave me.? 


Not 
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« Not alone, my Lord,” ſaid I. 
te Suffer me to inform Lady Denmore 
that you wiſh to ſpeak with her.” I 
was proceeding towards the door, when 
he exclaimed, „If you do not ſeck 
to deſtroy both yourſelf and me, be 
filent.” The deep tone in which he 
ſpoke, the wildneſs of his looks, the 
quivering of his lips, evinced no common 
anguiſh, I could not anſwer him. 
The time of night, my depreſſed ſpirits, 
and Lord Denmore's words, nearly 
overpowered my ſenſes, I: ſcarcely 


_ breathed. 


« Leave me, leave me, my be- 
loved Gertrude, continued Lord 
Denmore, after a pauſe of ſome mo- 
ments; © for if there be any thing 
impreſſive in the nobleſt ſympathies 
of nature —ah! Gertrude! you will 
learn to hate me.“ 5 


« Never, 
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e Never, my Lord! Can I learn to 
hate the only friend, the only patron 


of my youth? He ſtarted 

« Look there!” ſaid he — I gazed 
ſtowly round the apartment, but I ſaw 
nothing living, exceps ourſelves. Oh! 
let us fly, my Gertrude; let us for ever 
quit this fcene of fatal reeolleftion. In 
this Caſtle— He ſtopped abruptly: 
«© Go my” faid 11 1 conjure your to 
80 on.“ 
In this Caſtle your mother periſhed! 
within theſe walls, your father, your 
inhuman father, ſaw her expire“. 
e Here, in the Caftle?” ſaid I, 
faintly. 
Here, in this very —— 
replied Lord Denmore, „did ſhe 
breathe the laſt ſigh from her agonized 
boſom. Here ſhe cenjured me to 
cheriſh her poor orphaa, to _ her 
youth, her innocence.” 

6 Had 


is. 8 


*. 
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« Had I no father left?” ſaid I, 
with emotion ſcarcely ſupportable. 
« Your father was a villain!” _ 

I ſunk upon his arm, He ſuſtained 
my ſhivering frame; he preſſed my 
hand to his feveriſh lips; he bathed 
it with tears. Sweet innocent,” ſaid 
he, © why did I bring you to this 
infernal habitation? Why did I expoſe 
your ſenſibility to ſuch deſtructive con- 
fits? On me your fate depends; 
J ſhudder with anticipated horrors ! for, 
I am a * created to be miſer- 
able.“ 
„ Why do you zig ſo | dreadful 
a preſentiment?” ſaid I. If my pre- 
ſence can diſturb your happineſs, let x me 
immediately quit the Caſtle,” : 
cc Were I but aſſured that you would | 
love me, Gertrude,” replied Lord Den- 
more; „were I only certain that, at 


ſome future moment, you would not: 
reproach. 
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reproach me, I would -defy even con- 
ſcience.?”-; ; 

« What do you nne ?” ſaid | 5h 
arouſed and terrified! I ſtruggled to 
depart; he held me firmly; at this: 
myſterious moment Lady, Denmore 
entered the library.— I tore myſelf 
from the graſp which had detained me, 

and haſtened to my chamber 

Farewel, my friend! I] ER that 
your boſom will ſympathize in my 
ſorrows, and my confidence ſhall ever 
be unbounded. 7020 


LETTER XIV. 
The Same fo the Same. 
July 30, 1196 
How ſhall I unfold the anguiſh of my 


heart! ? how arm my reaſon againſt the 
4: 27 | - var iety 
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variety of ills- which haſten to over- 
whelm me? Frances, I am wretched ! 
The dawn of felicity which opened to 
my view is ſuddenly involved in gloomy 
and the ſtorm which gathers round me 
is fraught with all the e of de- 


ſolation. 
Lady Denmore has en herſelf 


from the Caſtle ; and for ever relin- 
quiſhed the protection of her huſband ! 
Lord Denmore was abſent: at the mo- 
ment of her departure; and on me 
devolved the painful taſk of revealing 
that ſecret, which was deſtined to 
wring the moſt liberal of boſoms. 

Oh Frances! what were my ſenſa- 
tions, when I beheld the convulſive 
agitation of his frame, his ſpeaking eyes,. 
his pale and quivering lips, faintly 
uttering the miſery of regret, keen 


and undifſembled. 


Aſter ſome minutes had elapſed, 
Lord Denmare ſummoned reſolution to 
F | addreſs 
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addreſs me, © Gertrude,” ſaid he, 
« how little do you foreſee the an- 
guiſh which awaits you! How pain- 
ful is the event which compels me 
to inform you, that your abſence from 
the Caſtle 1s abſolutely den, Lou 
muſt, this night, depart.” 

«© To- night, my Lord!“ faid 1 8 
ing; © whither ?” 

cc There lies the difficulty,” replied 
Lord Denmore. I am perplexed, 
diſtracted. But under this roof, while 
my wife is abſent, you cannot remain. 
© Mak. deviſe whither you would wiſh 
to go.” 
d My Lord, I am a ſtranger t to all 
perſons and all places in this country, 
excepting the Caſtle and its preſent 
inhabitants. Theſe are the only beings 
with whom I have had the ſmalleſt 
intercourſe ſince I quitted the ſecluſion 


in which your bounty placed me from 


my infancy, If it is your pleaſure to 
diſcard 


* 
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_ diſcard me,  thither will I return.” 


Lord Denmore walked haſtily about the 


room; then, in a tone of voice ſcarcely 


articulate, and abruptly ſtopping, he 
replied—< T cannot, indeed, Gertrude, 
I cannot part with you: my heart is 
agonized even at the thought of loſing 


your ſociety ;” He pauſed—I had not 


power to anſwer him. Again he re- 
ſumed the converſation. 1 

« Tou ſhall remain beneath this 
roof; you ſhall not be driven to wander 
over the earth, a fugitive, dependent 
on the frowns or fmiles of the unfeeling. 
Here you ſhall reſide; and I will 
viſit you, as often as 1 dare, ith 
cautious — - 

„ Pardon me, my Lor Lord,“ ſaid 1. 
« but on ſuch terms we cannot, miſt > 


not meet; What have I done that 


ſecrecy ſhould” be obſerved? in what 
reſpect have T proved myfelf - unworthy 
. avowed protection?“ 

. os « Sweet 
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et Sweet Gertrude,” | replied. Lord 
Denmore, “ fear nothing. This Caftle 
ſhall be your home; you: ſhall com- 
mand all that I call mine. My: eſta- 
bliſhment ſhall be yours; and my arms 
ſhall be ever open to receive you.“ 
He ſnatched me to his boſom; I threw 
him from me n and amaze- 
ment. 

* wan man!” e . 
Denmore, with vehement agitation; 
© what an inconſiſtent being art thou? 
created to protect thoſe faſcinating 
creatures who tremble while they truſt 
thee.” I was alarmed: and afſticted: 
his words ſeemed almoſt prophetie. 
I would have quitted the room,” hut 
he held my arm, conjured me to ſtay 
and to. liſten only a few moments longes. 
Why do you tremble,” Gertrude ?'® 
continued Lord Denmore. De con- 
ſident; believe me incapable of decorwing 
you. This. carth preſents not an objech 
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half ſo dear to me as yourſelf: if 1 
dared be more explicit''— 

« Have a care, my Lord,” ſaid I 
ſternly. < Your language grows equi- 
vocal, and I am proudly tenacious of 
my honour.” 

« Angelic Gertrude . exclaimed 
Lord Denmore; © a time will come 
when you will repay my fondneſs.” 

« Never,” ſaid I abruptly. He 
ſmiled and ſhook his head; I reddened 
with indignation. | 
% Amiable girl!” ſaid Lord Denmore, 
* n the warmth of my feelings; 
and forget the unguarded zeal which 
has diſtreſſed you. The purity of your 
mind, like the ſenſitive leaf, ſnrinks 
at the touch of a too fervid circulation: | 
This manſion muſt ſtill be your aſylum; 
J promiſed,” while you were an infant; 
that you. ſhould ſhare my fortune,—that 
I would be your guardian and your 
friend. So ſolemn an engagement muſt 
| not 


3 Ap 4 
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not be violated, to Sratify the wen- 
geance of a jealous woman.“ 2 
into tears, and with tottering ſfeps, 1 
proceeded toward the door: my heart 
was too full, to allow: my tongue the 
power of articulation. At chis inſtant 
Sir Hector Upas entered the library's 
and, obſerving my ſicuation, with wide 
ſtretched eyes, / firſt gazing on me, and 
then ſignificantly ſmiling at Lord Den- 
more, quired: the cauſe uf my uneaſi- 
neis. Why, iny precious jewel | what 
ails you?” ſaicl he; „has my Lord 
affronted yon? You ſeem prodigiouſſ 
diſtreſſed; I would: not for the wealth 
of India be the cauſe of your: ſpoiling _ 
thoſe: pretty eyes at ſuch a rate; why = 
you have made them as red as two 
rubies, while all their brilliancy ſeems 
diſſolved in tears. Indeed: this is pro- 
digiouſly ridiculous.” I could malte 
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Lack- a⸗day l exclaimed Sir Hector, 
ge this {is unlucky ! Why, my Lord, 


1 thought you were prodigiouſly fond of 
the ladies: how comes: it- that, you have 


made. this little miſtake-? When I was 


in India I was idolized by the elegant 
room and I never made a Oy the 
_- courſe of my life.. 
e Not even at your nner r- 
cried Miſs Cecil, at that moment joining 
us. That you were their idol I 


doubt not,“ continued ſhe; for 1 


have often heard that wealth is zealouſly 


worſhiped in that part of the globe.” - 


c Well! you are piodigiouſly ſe- 
vere, replied Sir Hector: “ but I 


can bear a ſeverity 8 Rane ſex with 


2 


ene, : 2 eee <f — 
e Habit HocOnbita us to all inge, 


anſwered Miſs Cecil; “and I make no 


doubt, but you have long been a patient 


proof of ſubmiſſion to that, Wed you 
had not the Power to remedy.” r.. 
_— Fo Fo I thank 
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I thank you for the compliment, 
ſaid Lady Upas, who was ſtanding at 
the library door on the lawn, * though,” 
added her Ladyſhip, archly, « I till 
hope, as every evil has its remedy, that 
time will yet give me may. ans oy 
Sir Hector 
cc What, madam! 2 | Gid Lord Den: 
more, gravely. 
e Another wife,” 1 125 Upas. 
« What elſe could I mean? I am 
ſure no one knows how much I ſhould 
rejoice, at ſecing him, che as be 
deſerves.” b 
« Perhaps Sir Hector 1555 no i 
tion to change, ſaid Mr. Treville. 
e Though there are men, continued 
he in a low voice, addreſſing Lady Upas, 
who can loſe a wife with more! ſang 
froid than they would ſhoot a par- 
tridge.” Lord Denmore ſoon after 


.. roſe from the window, where he had 


been acting: in a penſive attitude, and 
3 ſuddenly 


* 
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ſuddenly ruſhed ; towards the lawn. 
« That was: a ſeyere remark!” ſaid 
Lady Upas. It may be chrĩſtian- 
like to ridicule the ſorrows of à friend, 
but it bears, notwithſtanding, Mans 
marks of barbarity. | 
« Lady Upas a moraliſt ed Nr. | 
Fre ville, laughing. « Aſtoniſhing !” 
« I confeſs it, ſaid her Eadyfhip, 
« when it is remembered how much 
1 have been hogoured: "tle "my ſo- 
E 5 ED | 
I now EP TAG? my 2 1 
ing with haſty ſteps towards the 
wood, not an hundred. yards from *the 
window. Pray,“ interrupted I, <4 © pray, 
Mr. Treville, go and endeavour to ttan- 
quilize Lord Denmore's mind. He is 
really depreſſed and affficted; and no- 
body ſeems to ſympathize in his feel- 
ings.” Mr. Treville ſmiled. Mitfs 
Cecil replied. Who will lool at your 
er, and believe the aſſertion?? 
6 | faid 
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ſaid ſhe. © And ſince you are ſo ſtrongly 
induced to pity, you are the n 
perſon to conſole him.. 

: « He will at leaſt have ba 
of innocence,” ' faid. Lady Upas. «And 
in theſe degenerate times, the boaſt will 
almoſt be ſingular.” | 
Tou are ſkilled in divinkidion, I 
preſume ?” ſaid Mr. Treville, addreffing 
Lady Upas. © Perhaps you have ſome 
Intercourſe with the planets ; you can 
foretell the tranſit of Venus; paſs your 
days in exploring the orbit of the ſun; and 
your nights in watching the great beat.” 

60 Front 4 8 ng " ow” Sir 
2 n 
» « A-propos,* hinted Mr. Trevitts, © 

ce can you tell Sir Hector's fortune? 

« It would be wonderful indeed, if 
her Lady ſnip could tell that which is 
countleſs !”' ſaid Miſs Cecil. Sir Hector 
ſwung his unwieldly form about the 


wer evidently diſcontented. 
J 
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Lord Denmore, on whom my eyes 
were fixed during this ſevere badinage, 
now diſappeared. among the trees; I 
could no longer reſtrain my ſolicitude. 
Tf you do not chooſe to go, Mr. Tre- 
ville, Lady Upas one J will, 4 fad 1 
heſitating. 

« Whither, fair a py inquired 
Mr. Treville, with a ſupercilious grin. - 
Only 80; the woods ah do not 
refuſe me.“ 55 
. With vou, 1 vill go to ay defer 
of Arabia!” ſighed Mr. Treville. | 
c Take his offer, for the benefit of 
ſociety !” faid Miſs Cecil. 3 
« Indeed Lord Denmore thong very 
unhappy,” interrupted I. op 25” 
% No doubt,“ cried” Mr. F revill 
te ſince you are abſent.” _ 
This is trifling! T will poſitively 
g; for if any ching 1 7 
ſaid I— 


» 3 4 
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« That will depend upon yourſelf,” 
cried Mr. Treville, coolly taking his 
gloves, and drawing them on at leiſure, 

«Suppoſe Lord Denmore ſhould be 
induced to commit any horrible deed * 
ſaid I. | ene 

«© He will be 8 to 820 laws,” 
rejoined Mr. Treville. 5 

e Yet that is not always the 5 1 
Sir Hector ? inquired Miſs Cecil. 
© © You are Ls rs 15 * Hig 
ue nabob.; i 59 +: 55 
I ̃ was . quitting 18 — 
when Sir Hector propoſed being of 
our party. I ſhould be ſorry that 
any evil happened to my Lord,” ſaid 
he, © and ſhould he do any thing raſh, 
I would not have it on my conſcience, 
ar the riches of Perun 4 

«Jes may be dangerous to preſs 
that which is 0 8 * Fried 
Miſs Seil. iliw Hen 11811 5979 
Sir Hector e * « Tis) rodi- 
1 ſtrange that young ladies ſhould: ; 
F 4. 1 chooſe 


* . 
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chooſe the moſt . OE for ir 
mirth 

1 How can you FRY at poor Sir 
Hector ?“ cried Lady Upas. A 
well-bred wit ſhould never be Os 
ſonal.” 

„ You: do not comprehend. * 
added the nabob. 1 meant to lay, 
that young ladies never kao what _ 
are about,” | 


So ſaid the RY when: you!! were 


api to Lady ad eee N 
Cecil. 

1, And yet 1 Sir: Heftor's owl 
aſſociates conſidered it as a. very pro- 
miſing W 9800 * 
ville. 

50 We are ; prodigiouſly lively,” "cried 
the nabob, waxing angry. But I am 
not eaſily put out of countenance.” 
4 Granted,” ſaid Mifs Cecil; the 
true Aſiatic bronze vill at As time od 
companion.” G N 


5 — 4 6 4446 
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« You are ſevere in your. cenſure,” 
eried Mr. Treville. But wit loſes the 
power to amuſe, when i it becomes hoſtile 
to good breeding. Neither is it con- 
ſiſtent with either juſtice or philanthropy 
to ſtigmatize the many, for the vices of 
the few,” ' | - 5 
% My fatire is not 8 aid 
Miſs Cecil. The ſubject i is very ſin- 
gular, believe me. And I am ready to 
confeſs that I know ſome Aſiatics whoſe 
boſoms are as warm as their climate, 
and whoſe minds are as n as 
their fortunes.” | i 

c Name one, cried I, cc * * 
to reſcue the ſoil from the ee 
you have aſcribed to it. 

« Moſt readily,” ſaid ſhe, << 7 5 if 
in ſearch of feeling, honour, good ſenſe, 
and good-nature, ſteadineſs of friendſhip, 
and benevolence of mind, you would 
traverſe the habitable: globe, vou will 
ſcarcely find © one more diſtinguiſhed for 

7 5 N wake 
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| thoſe qualities, than the liberal Major 

Bromley.” — This panegyric be ing incon- 

trovertible, the whole party aſſented. 
Seeing Lord Denmore now recroſſing 

the lawn, I availed myſelf of the diſpute, 

which ſeemed to fermen by continu- 


3 3 
7 * by 5 


ance, and eſcaped to my drefling-room, 

where I remained till the bell was run 
for dinner. The ineſtimable virtues he 
my patron ſeemed ſhadowed over with a 
gloom that was indefinable. From the 
earlieſt dawn of reaſon, a veneration, 
pure as it was inſtinctive, eſtabliſhed his 
dominion over my mind. I was a perfeft 
1dolator : ſhould ſuch a partiality diffuſe 
the fluſh of ſhame over my cheek, or 
_ faſhion in my mind a ſingle chimera - 
that might menace danger? | 
On the following day I: roſe early 
and deſcended from my chimber.— 
'Tempted by the brilliancy of the morn- 
ing, I ſtrolled about the grounds till 
the need have; of breakfaſt, Ab · 
; ſorbed 
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ſorbed in meditation, I yentured;;to 
the margin of that ſtream; where 1 
was reſtored to life by the interpoſition 
of Lord Denmore. I could ſcarcely 

| refrain from tears, while I contemplated 
its foaming courſe, its gloomy borders, 
their romantic,” rocky ſeats, 'the diſtant 
view of the caſtle, and the tower of the 
village church, - juſt viſible above the 
thick woods which hung over the wild 
water. The ſcenery was too touching 
for a mind deeply and fatally wounded. 
1 quitted the dark ſpot, and was return- 
ing to the Caſtle vhen met: Nun. 
Aer od vin mobs 14 
He aſſumed a countenance: of forpriſe 
* 535 me out ſo early; and, with no 
common fervour, congratulated me 
on the healthful glow which the morn 
ing air had diffuſed over my fcatures. 
Alas Frances, a ſigh which J eould 
not E beſpoke the man dorrow | 
es” with 


Gi 
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with which my . foul ſickened, at the 
very moment when I was told that 1 
ieee 2 divinity.. 

Wie continued our * md the 
Cattle; Mr. 'Treville ſpoke of Lady 
Denmore's conduct with a contemptuous 
ſmile : and at the ſame moment ridiculed 
the tameneſs of my fpirit in bearing 
the inſult of ſuſpicion. - Though per- 
haps,” ſaid he, * you are. fo ſituated in 
ine family; that you: have no remedy 
againſt the kumiliations of dependance.” 
My pride was wounded, but reſentment, 
for the indehcacy of ſuch a remark, 
predominated over my chagrin, and 
I repaid: bee with tacit en 
nation. AI 
97766, ee ier dass ier, oni 
Mr. Freville, obſorving the We 5 
wick deepened tints oer my check; 
hut regard for your ſafety would not 
kuffer mu to remain filent.. Thig Caſtle 
Wes, >; 165 of l 
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is not a fit ſanctuary for the purity of 
ſuch a fugitive. Lord Denmore is 4 
libertine ; and his wife— ge -08 
cc What? f 777 
n e ae 
ridiculous conduQ,” replied Mr. Tre- 
ville. Indeed I once thought of 
making her my wife; but, thank Hea- 
ven! I have ſome hopes of obtaining 
the prohibited bleſſing, without the mor- 
tification of paying the penalty. 
I am ſhocked to hear a perſon of 
your ſacred habit utter ſo profligate-a 
wiſh,” faid I. Neither can I credit 
the aſſertion, when I conſider your pre- 
tenſions, and compare . _ W 
of Lord Den more. 5 
The merit of the 8 heh lte to 

do with the buſineſs, faid Mr. Treville. 

lt is ſufficient for my hopes, that Loft: 

Denmore is ber huſband.” (0 7 
I ſighed; * She ought-to think. hers: 
elf the happieſt of women, Raid 4. 24 
7 0 She- 


» - 
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e She is one of the moſt artful,” 
Interrupted Mr. Treville. For even 
the ſagacious Denmore is the dupe of 
her folly. He believes her immaculate : 
a huſband is generally the laſt perſon 
Permitted to know the frailty of his 
wife, or the ridicule which her capri- 
cious conduct caſts upon his character.“ 
Has he no friend to tell him?“ 
faid I. bers i 
« It is by his friends that he is ho 
ceived,” anſwered Mr. Treville ; “and 
thoſe who profit by his blindneſs would 
be fools indeed to n Sm clear- 
ſighted.” “ 

e Why: is mankind 6 praiſed. i in 
diffimulation ? ?” faid 15 with a ee 
of diſguſt. 274. 

115 * he creature man was bows 
ating exiſtence; and ſecrecy is the 
only bond which holds the breathing 

race together. Beſides, Lord Den- 
Wore's| predicament is by no means 
3 9 ſingular; 


* 
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ſingular; excepting that he would, per- 
haps, bear the conviction of his wife's 
indifference with leſs temper ___ ſome 
of his aſſociates.” 
4 will awaken his ſenſes frown the 
lethargy which benumbs them,” ſaid I, 
with an energetic tone, which beſpoke 
the ſcepticiſm of my mind reſpecting the 
truth of Mr. Treville's inuendo's. 1 
cannot, will not behold ſo generous, ſo 
excellent a mortal, the dupe of a falſe 
friend, or a capricious woman.“ Mr. 
Treville ſmiled.— How childiſnly you 
talk!“ ſaid he. © By ſuch a diſcovery 
you would expoſe yourſelf to every mor- 
tification. Lady Denmore would de- 
ſpiſe, and her huſband would not believe 
you. This is not all: the world would 
attribute your interference to another 
cauſe; and Lady Denmore's ſudden 
flight would corroborate the fuſpicion. 
If you wiſh to remain on good terms 
with ſociety, you muſt hear, ſee, and 
ſay nothing: the greateſt crime you can 
| commit 
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commit againſt Heaven is that of de- 
ſtroying domeſtic feli city“ %. 
3:4 Prepofterous!” exclaimed I. « Shall 
I fee my friend betrayed, my patron 
injured, and yet remain a tacit accom- 
plice in a plot 1 to. undermine his 
reputation?“ 

90 e replied: Mr. Tre- 
Line. If Lord Denmore is too idle 
to look after his character, he deſerves 
to loſe it. Who will take the pains to 
watch another's reputation, in an age 
when every man has ſufficient to do in 
maintaining his own ? Where will you 
find a being ſo diſintereſted as to guard 
the treaſure” of a neighbour, while his- 
own property remains undefended againſt: 
the villany of a practiſed robber? There- 
is yet another reaſon why you ſhould be 
ſilent. No man ever thanked . a friend for- 
tellinghimthat he was diſhonbured. There 
is- ſomething humiliating in the word, 
which excites diſdain, but never awakens 
e By this time we. reached 
4: rf the 
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the Caſtle,” where I' embrace” à tranquil 
hour to tell you what I have felt, and 
what the terrors of my trembling heart 
fill. prompt me to anticipate. Adleu, 
only for a ſhort period. Adieu! 


ILETTER XV. 
The Same wo TH game. 


8 2 Agel 2, 1 
Wo Gm: as 1. dba —— 
] joined the breakfaſt party. On enter- 
ing the room, Sir Hector, . an ob- 
ſequious bow, inquired after my health ; 
at the ſame tĩme informing me, that he 
was © prodigiouſly” uneaſy all nighr;Jeft 
T ſhould have worrited myſelf” into a 
fever. © I-would nor, for the wealtivof 
Indoſtan, ſee thoſe beautiful fappliite 
eyes again in tears,” ſaid he. -Tthanked 
him. He continued : © Now, as for 
E ä en 
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your every-day beauties, they may weep 
till they are blind, and nobody 2 care 
about it.“ | 

% Your diſcrimination is 1 to 
your humanity !“ ſaid Miſs Cecil. 

« You may be ſarcaſtic,” d Sir 
Hector, growing angry ; © but there is 
certainly a ſomething in beauty which is 
prodigiouſly intereſting. I have been 
as much fluſtered at the arrival of a con- 
ſignment in that article from England, 
as at the news that a Whole race of 
i was annihilat ; | 

That is Coat: Gogular,” ai 
Miſs Cecil; “ for it is generally under- 
ſtood, that the two events would operate 
| —_— the reverſe on . inte- 
oY oo: true,” 056 Sir Kaden 
looking earneſtly in my face. ** But we 
- muſt _ where we. arc born to be 
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And, by the ſame rule, you diſtreſs 
wherever you have power to commang,” 
ſaid Miſs Cecil. 185 | 
% Now you are 1ll-natured,” inter- 
rupted Mr. Treville: © there is nothing 
ſo eruel as reminding a man of that which 
it is the labour of his life to forget.“ 
e And yet we cannot but remember 
that which has grown habitual to our 
natures!” faid Miſs Cecil; ⸗ even though 
the ſubje of rumination were ever ſo 
deteſtable. What think” JO? Lady 
Upas | P77, 2 
never think on diſagreeable ſub. 
jets,” anſwered her Ladyſhi p. 
Then probably you did not hear 
Sir Hector's obſervation,” continued- 
Miſs Cecil. He aſſerts, that he was 
born to be the ſlave of beauty: and I 
declare that he, on the contrary, diſtreſſes 
whoever he has the power to com- 
mand.“ | | CCC 
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That I deny poſitively,” faid Lady 
Upas, with bewitching archneſs. For 
Sir Hector has ſovereign power to 
command me, as his wife, and yet I defy 
bim to cauſe me a moment's uneaſinefs. 
How unbluſſringly immoral!” ex- 
ee Tre ville 
* And yet many LuSands would be 
happy to know, that their wives puſſeſſed 
the ſame placid indifference,” added 
Miſs Cecil. Lord Denmore bowed his 
head; gravely, |, - 
„ Well!” ſighed Miſ Cecil, 4 1 hs 
clare that, were I the wife of Sir Hector 
Upas, he-ſhould have ble miſtreſſes if 
he thought proper. Nay more, he 
ſhould never hear the ſound of my voice, 
or even ſee my face from year to year, | 
except to tell him how ee tecon- 
eiled I was to my ſituation. | 
That is prodigiouſly malicious,” 
Gn Sir Hector. ez: 
. 5 « Extremely. 
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0c Extremely Rags * e Mr. 
T reville. 1 
. There i is ſome wit in it; notwith+ 
| ſtanding,” "aid Lord Denmore, half 
ſmiling. "© 
oy - woman's s wit is like a diamond, ” 
cried Sir Hector; ec jt ſhines brighteſt, 
11 it is on a fair ſubject; * 19 7 
& My greateſt enemy cannot fay that 
1 am ill- natured; but ſurely the preſent 
was a dark one,” ſaid Miſs Cecil: * nej- 
ther will I allow the truth of Sir Hektor 
definition, T pronounce a woman s wit 
to be like a habob's treaſure ; frequently . 
diſplayed at the expence of humanity.” 
AZ Prodigioulſly falſe 1” exclaimed Sir 
Hector. My expences have : nothing 
to do with humanity. EE 
Tou utter a libe] againſt the juſtice 
of Heaven?” faid Mr. Trevinle. 1 
really ſhudder at your ſuggeſtion ! Can : 
it for a moment be ſuppoſed, that the 
vine Diſtributor of events * 
5 ted 


f. 7 
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uncounted wealth on one who was 

inſenſible to the wants of his fellow⸗ 
creatures; who conſulted no feeling, 
but that of ſelfiſh gratification ; ; who 
revelled in luxury, while the modeſt and 

the enlightened ſtarved ? Impoſſible! 

I dare ſwear that Sir Hector is the pro- 
moter of the arts, the patron of the 
Muſes, the lover of human kind, the 
pride of ſcience, and the delight of ſo- 
ciety! thathe will build hoſ pitals to receive 
the poor, and churches to reform the 
profligate ; | that he will ſet an example 
for piety, meekneſs, and philanthropy, 

- Which ſhall rival a Howard or a Han- 

| way ! diſplay the wit of a Sheridan, the 

= generoſity of a Hertford, and the virtues 

| of Northumberland; that he will rival | 
N Fox in the Senate, T hurlow i in the Ms 


* binet, and Moira in the field. In ſhort, 
WY: that he will be. the greateſt and moſt 
is illuſtrious character i in any paſt, preſent, 

or future century. e 
ee | « That 


3 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 11 9 


ce That he will make a good huſband, 

and ſee his children's children ſpreading 
< like olive branches round his table !” 
added Miſs Cecil.-Here . the whole 
circle burſt into a convulſive fit of 
laughter. Lady Upas wondered at 
Miſs Cecil's improbable prophecy, and 
Sir Hector bluſhed deep yellow, to the 
no ſmall aſtoniſhment of the company; 
while Miſs Cecil, perfectly ſatisfied 
with her epilogue to Mr. Treville's 
ironical farce, - took her ſeat at Lady 
Denmore's harp, and began a-lively air; 
with all 'the dignity of ee im · 
portance. 

Sir Hector, after a pauſe of 1 
minutes, during which he appeared to 
be liſtening to the harp, but was in 
reality renovating his ſpirits, which were 
conſiderably deranged by the fallies he 
had received from every quarter; after 

_ coughing, hemming, and endeavouring 
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to bow the uncouth rotundity of his 
figure with affected humility, he inquired 
of me, whether I could play on any 
inſtrument? I am prodigious fond of 
mulic,” faid Sir Hector. 
One would ſuppoſe that Miſs Cecil 
had deſtroyed the harmony of your 
mind,” ſaid Mr. Treville : : c ſhe has a 
moſt happy talent at playing upon feel- 
ings. Sir Hector pretended 2 
and again addre ſſed me. 
I :ſhould think that muſic at 
produce a prodigious fine effect from 
ſuch beautiful hands as yours!” ſaid he: 
« and I ſhould like vaſtly to hear you 
flag. a eee 77 75 or a drinking 
*. Or a wi of your great a cor. 
| n ?” interrupted Miſs Cecil. 
<« Prodigiouſly vulgar !” exclaimed 
Sir Hector. * But I know you are 


pnly joking ; for a young: lady of ſuch 
EE wh genteel 
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genteel manners as Miſs St. Leger can- 
not be acquainted with things that are 
now only known to the riff-raff,” . 
Mr. Treville affected to ſhudder. 
« ] really cannot ſtay in the room, if 
you utter ſuch profane ſentiments,” ſaid 
he: © for the unthinking mortal who 
dares ridicule © the ſanity of religion, 
_ undermines the foundation of 9 
earthly happineſs.” " 9 
e allow the truth of the allertion; 
though I doubt the ſincerity of the 
ſpeaker,” faid Lady Upas. © Bur' it is 
your taſk to-inculcate, and your hearet's 
to exemplify. Hence we behold the 


ſable garb too often covering the hypo- 


crite; and the ſmooth balm of pious 
eloquence paſſing over the lip that is 


contaminated by falſehood.” Mr. Tre.- 


ville coloured, and was lene: Sir 
Hector reſumed his diſcourſmm. 
When I was in India, I uſed to 
have fifty little black wenches a day 
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to ſing me afleep after dinner; and I 
uſed to make them fan me with heron's 
feathers, and ſprinkle my couch with 
otta of roſes: 'twas prodrgiouſly * 
ful! 1 

ee Tt muſt have been luxurious in- 
deed,” ſaid Miſs Cecil, *“ and attended 
with no inconſiderable expence.” 

c A trifle, a mere trifle,” ' replied 
Sir Hector: „we ſend a dozen black 
vagabonds up to Perſia for our eſſences, 
and it is bad luck indeed, if out of 
twelve four does not return with his 


commiſſion.” 
« And what becomes af: the 1 


eight ?” ſaid I, earneſtly. 
% Why, the climate ſometimes kills 


on 1,” anſwered Sir Hector. But | 


they were created for our uſe, therefore 
ve never care what becomes of them: 


there's plenty to be found; they over- 
run the SOR as . as en 


betries. . 


_—_ 
14 RB 


THE FALSE | FRIEND. 123 


c Therefore you ſcatter thorns to 
complete the vegetation,” aid Miſs 
Cecil. | 

« We have not ſuch font Aa as 
I now ſee before me, to be ſure!” cried 
Sir Hector: © neither do we ſuffer 
nettles to bloom, that they may fting us. 

« That would be uſeleſs,” retorted 
Miſs Cecil. * Nature has implanted a 
more potent aſſailant, in the mind a 
thriving, ſtinging, wounding thorn, 
called Conſcience; a powerful inſtru- 
ment of terror and compunction,.— 
another black aſſociate, that will not be 
| lulled to ſleep by all the ſtrains of har- 
mony, or all the perfumes of Arabia.“ 
c Prodigiouſiy poetical !” interrupted 
Sir Hector, while his face loſt one 
ſhade of its ſaffron hue, and his we 
aſſumed a ghaſtly contempt. __ _ 
© Nay, never fear,” continued Mig 
Cecil: cc it touches not. us, ue that 
| have 2 ſouls. The virtue and huma- 
2 5 nity 
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nity of your mind ſets ſlander at defiance. 
Born in the ſphere of honeſt induſtry, 
you never plunged into the vortex of 
diſſipation, till you were too on to be 
contaminated.” 
There you are miſtaken,” replied 
Sir Hector. I was in the prime of 
my youth, when J quitted this vulgar 
climate, for the luxurious regions of the 
Eaſt ; and fince that period I have lived, 
as I may fay, while you have only 
 vegitated.” 

The more is che * 1 1 ighed 
Miſs Cecil 

The world was made Hes my grati- 
fication,” continued Sir Hector: you 
iſlanders know nothing of the luxuries | | 
of life: you never feaſt on peacocks, 
travel on palanquins, bathe i in perfumes, 
drive an hundred ſlaves before you to 
ſprinkle your paths with odoriferous 
waters, or walk on leaves of flowers 


W 0 beneath a ſun that ſhines with 
partial 
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partial light upon our ealtern y_ 
die. :i tr £15 
A moſt anten fan” — 


Mi Cecil, e kindly to diffuſe its beams 


on the only paradiſe you have any chance 


of enjoxing. What a pity it is that all 


who baſk in its radiance do not catch 


the glow of generoſity which it ſo 


partially beſtows.” 

„There again you are 1 
in error!“ faid Sir Hector. No ſet of 
men are more generous than we props 
of the eaſtern world: look at the trea- 


ſures we have tranſported from the 


mines of Aſia; the ſtars that dazzle in 


the higheſt ſpheres l the blazing conſtel - 
lations, which, but for our induſtry, 
would ſtill lie buried in the mines of our 


terreſtrial Elyſium ! we teach * to 
yu forth, to illumine—" 

ee The dark paths of injuſtice,” 8 
ropre Miſs Cecil; to dazzle the eyes of 


0 3. 8 ſeruti- 


— 
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feruinizing pity, and to pave the path 
that leads to the Lethean fountain. 
et You are prodigiouſly knowing, 
indeed, | Miſs,” cried Sir. Hector: 
though I cannot ſay but you are rather 
ungenteel in your obſervations. But I 
can forgive any thing that is only faid 
in joke; and I know * are too _ 
to be ſincere.” 
d A fair remark,” cried Lord Hh. 
more. «I perceive, Sir Hector, that 
you can parry your adverſaries ror 
with the ſkill of an amateur.” 
Sir Hector has a ſhield that is im- 
penetrable,” replied Miſs Cecil. Even 
'the ſhafe of ridicule cannot Picked 
through adamant.” 8 . 

« Prodigiouſly than? * mut- 
tered Sir Hector. Lady Upas ſmiled; 
and perceiving that the debate grew 
warm, propoſed a drive in the ſociable. 
1 made * excuſes, and „ from 

9 the 
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the trifling group, to meditate on the 
proſpect which my fate preſented, and 
to lament that I was ever removed from 
the ſolitude of peace to the buſy, the 
perplexing regions of oy and er 
tion Adieu. 


LETTER XVI. 
The Same to the Same, 

Auguſt 3, 1796. 
I nap not been long in my apartment, 
when I was interrupted by a female ſer- 
vant, who delivered to me a ſmall 
packet, and immediately retired. With 
eager haſte I broke the ſeals which 
faſtened the envelope, and found that ĩt 
contained a ſhort note, and a brilliant, 


which appeared to be of conſiderable 
804 value, 
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value. The conviction inſtantly ſtruck 
upon my mind, that they both came 
from Sir Hector; and with no ſmall 
perturbation, blended with ſcorn, I 
OT YO: . 9 


— 


« Beautiful Creature 
I sEND you a paltry bit of earth, as 
a pledge of my eſteem; and you will 
prodigiouſly oblige your devoted admirer 
by ſuffering the poor dumb gift to ſpeak 
the vivid and glowing idolatry of the 
giver. Enchanting- creature! idol of 
my ſoul! more ſweet than all the per- 
fumes of the Eaſt ! more beautiful than 
| the burning ſky that draws them forth! 
I am the ſlave of your 'brilliance ; and 
unleſs you ſmile upon me, like the broad | 
effulgent ſun on the tawny plains of 
Indoſtan, I mall be che a h victim 
of i its luſtre ! * 
It is not meet that a fon of the 


Eaſtern world ſhould TI" your pity. 
He 


/ 
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He admires, he hopes; that is the extent 
of his condeſcenſion. Quit this ſtate 
of limited enjoyment, and become the 
matchleſs idol of your enchanted Hector. 
Lou ſhall be attended with all the mag- 
nificence of an eaſtern princeſs; you 
ſhall be adorned with the gems of our 
ſuperior world ; you ſhall bathe in the 
rich dews of Arabia, and ſleep on the 
aromatic floweretsof its ambroſialvallies! 
For all theſe luxuries I only aſk you to 
be ſecret; and if you bleſs me with the 
ſmiling radiance of thoſe ruby lips, I 

ſhall wiſh for 1 no other e 


or hereafrer! FH, 
f an 95, oy bs 21 Trad HzeroR. 


1 
Ch 


wy” N. B. Tous may. . my Cw: 
Scamper, who is my ſecretary, and 
writes all my letters of importance. He 
will wait for your anſwer, at the duſk 
of evening, in the receſs near the root 
bridge. JFF 


* 
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« Once more, idol of my foul! re- 

— * 0h 

a 5 An 


4 At 455 conclefien of the ee 1 
knew not whether to ſmile or to be 
angry: the affected bombaſt which met 
muy eyes appeared ſo completely ludi- 
ecrous, that I had ſcarcely the power to 
reſent his folly. My regard for the 
repoſe of Lady Upas_would have in- 
duced me to reſolve on keeping the 
propoſal a ſecret, had I not been aſſured 
that no jealous pang could wring her 
boſom. I therefore ſet all my imagin- 
.ation at work, to deviſe the means of 
| humbling and alarming Sir Hector, and 

of expoſing the * which Induced 
Him to infult me. 

After writing a-ceremonious ous, 
Ronin the honour he intended to 
*confer-on me, I carefully re-ſealed the 
Billet d amour, and encloſing it with 
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the diamond in a freſh paper, directed is 
for Miſs Cecil: the packet I refolved 
to place upon her toilet before fhe- 
dreſſed for dinner; and the letter I de- 
termined to convey, at the PEI 

_ to the truſty Scamper, 
Thus calmly decided, and pleaſed 
more than pained by the opportunity 
of expoling vice, which only acquired 
effrontery from ignorance, 1 prepared 
for dinner. Lord Denmore, having 
letters of importance to write, and being 
flightly indiſpoſed, made his excuſes; 
while I, at his requeſt, undertook the 

| taſk of officiating at table. 

On entering the ſaloon, 1 clad 
a conſcious and triumphant ſmile on 
the cheek of Miſs Cecil, who waited, 
with evident impatience, for the appear- 
ance of Sir Hector. Lady Upas and 
Mr. Treville, who were the only perſans 
not / entruſted with a part in this antereſt- 
ing comedy, complimented Nie Cecil 
6 6 e on 
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on her engaging vivacity, which at that 
moment wore a complexion. even more 
piguante than uſual. After ſome minutes 
had elapſed, the condeſcending Hector 
made his entrẽé; his head erect, his air 
+ commanding, his dreſs more than com- 
monly ſplendid, and his countenance 
rendered doubly ridiculous by the ardent 
glances. which he perpetually directed 
towards the upper end of the table. 
On my right hand ſat Lady Upas ; on 
my left Miſs Cecil. Sir Hector looked 
like the conqueror of the world; his 
cheek glowed like the bronze of anti- 
quity; and his voice aſſumed the lofty 
tone of an eaſtern deſpot. I confeſs I 
felt pleaſure that was exquiſite, while I 
anticipated the denouement of the panto- | 
mime, where the gaudy ſcenes of lux- 
{urious hope would be ſuddenly changed 
eto the darkeſt regions of deſpair. 
Time never appeared to move ſo 
tardily as from the hour of dinner to 
12 „ 7 \ the 
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the cloſe of twilight. Every moment 
| ſeemed inſupportably tedious, and every 
object tireſomely obtrufive. During 
the deſſert, Sir Hector was earneſtly 
attentive ;—to me, by inclination ; and 
to Lady Upas, and Miſs Cecil, with the 
hope that he ſhould render them blind 
to the motive of his conduct. Thus, 
each thought herſelf the excluſive object 
of idolatry: but the effects were wholly 
oppoſite. Lady Upas ſeemed to ſicken 
with diſguſt ; while her lively friend 
evinced, by the fluſh upon her cheek, 
the triumph of ſecret exultation.' - 
At laſt the important hour arrived. 
The gloom of evening was rendered 
doubly obſcure by the thick woods 
nearly encircling the receſs which love 
had choſen for the humiliation of folly. . 
TI anxiouſly longed to know what plan of 
expoſure Miſs Cecil meant to adopt ; 
but Prudence chained my tongue, leſt 
1 "thould diſcover the en which 
ef . led 
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led to an event of ſo much importance 
to my feelings, and fo abſolutely neceſ- 
ſary to appeaſe the reſentment which 
they rouſed into exiſtence, I felt a 
ſtrong indignant propenſity to unveil 
the hypocrite, whoſe odious vanity 
aſſumed the maſk of gallantry ; and 
whoſe arrogance, originating in the 
Pride of wealth, had dared inſult the 
poverty of a. defenceleſs woman. I 
eanſidered Sir Hector as a rank weed, 
Jprung from the hotbed of oppreſſion, 
and ſpreading its contagious influence 
over the humble flowers .of Nature's 
faireft garden. I could have bleſſed. 
the hand that cruſhed the vegetating 
Poiſon ; the rank, contaminating Upas, 
which, like the tree of Java, had riſen 
amidſt the horrors of its deſolating 
power. I ſpeak not from prejudice: 
Heaven ſhield my heart from its decep- 
tive influence! I have received the 

indelible impreſſion of 2 which 
: * 
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arms my mind to oppoſe this gilded 


caitiff, from the character which I heard 
pronounced by Lord Deamore, who 
gives to his portrait every attribute that 
might belong tothe moſt infernal nature; 
inſolence and folly —ignoranoe and pride 
meanneſs and rapacity— vice and hy- 
pocriſy each ſtruggling with the other 
for . in a mind enervated 
rendered, by runs, de fave of cd 
propenſity. 

Juſt as the clock ſtruck nine, I ſet 
out for the receſs, where I was to deliver 


my anſwer to the confidential Scamper, 


who was at once the paraſite and ama- 


nuenſis of his vicious employer. The 


ſpirit of reſentment, and the confi ] : 


of danger. I wandered near half an 


hour [beſide the ſtream, and ſrequentiy 


entered the receſs to liſten for the plenipo 


+ DÞ# 
FT 


IE At a moment when my 
patienee 


. 
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patience was nearly exhauſted, I diſco» 
vered, by the duſky light, ſome one 
approaching. I obſerved, by the'ſyIph+ 
like form, that it was Lady Upas, who, 
I concluded, had ſeen me ſtrolling 
towards the wood, and came. to join 
me. Convinced that her ' preſence 


would inſtantly develope our plot to the 
ſagacious Scamper, I haſtily, and unper- 


ceived, retired behind the receſs, and 
liſtened as ſhe approached me. I heard 
her frequently call my name, and at 
length ſeat herſelf on the rude bench, 
behind which a ſcreen of rugged ſtone 
hid me from her view, while I . a 
place of ſecure concealment. 14% 
Never did my heart palpitate more 
vielruly than at this moment of import 
ant ſolicitude. The darkneſs was now 


nearly that of night, excepting where 


the moon rendered the noiſy, brook 


_ "viſible from among the opening trees. 
Lady Upas ſometimes ſighed deeply, 


at 
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at others attempted to ſing a melancholy 
air, and then as ſuddenly relapſed into 
filent meditation. Thus paſſed near 
twenty minutes, when a ſecond. bat of 
twilight hovered near our romantic 
ſecluſion ; one, of the moſt: unwieldy 

form, whoſe fang-armed wings had 
many a time wounded the placid face of 
Nature. I liſtened, and heard the im- 
patient Sir Hector calling to his faithful 
Scamper : © Is ſhe here !—Wil ſhe 
come?” Sir Hector entered the receſs : 
« Divine creature!“ ſaid he, addreſſing 
Lady Upas, „this is prodigious kind. 
How ardently have I ſighed for this 
delicious moment! My chaiſe is ready; 
let us avail ourſelves of this ecſtatic hour, 
and fly to happier regions. Refuſe- me 
not, enchanting Gertrude n All the 
ſplendours of the eaſtern globe await 
you: accept them, angelic creature 
and learn, under my protection, to ſcorn 
*Y x: 
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the reproaches of the world.” Lady 


- Upas was ſilent. I heard Sir Hector 


lead her from the receſs, and at ſome 
diſtance the voice of Lord Denmore, 
through. the thick woods, ſummoning 
us to ſupper. | 

My guardian acid to approach 


the place of my concealment, as Sir 


Hector and Lady Upas haſtened towards 


the chaiſe, which was in waiting near a 


private gate not far diſtant. I heard them 
driveoff; and at the ſame time my liſten- | 
ing ear enabled me to count Lord Den- 
more's footſteps till he paſſed the bridge, 
and was within a few paces of the recels, 
I ſcarcely breathed -I trembied, I was 
on the point of ruſhing from my con- 
eealment, and diſcovering the whole 


affair, when Lord Denmore entered the 


wood on the left hand, and was ſoon out 
of . 8 


Once 


8 
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Once more left to eſcape, I ſtole from 
the dark nook, and flew towards the 
bridge, which I had fcarcely paſſed, 
when I was accoſted by Mr. Treville. 

_ -« My charming Emma,” ſaid he, 
miſtaking me for Miſs Cecil, ©« whither 
have you been wandering ? Have you 
| ſeen the happy, envied Sir Hector.“ 
I made no anſwer. 

. Pſhany1-thisis nonſenſical myſtery,” 
continued he: © you are not aware of 
the inattention you have been guilty of. 
Here is a paper which: I found in the 
ſaloon not an hour ſince ; its contents 
ſhall be ſacred with me ; though every 
vein in my heart is tortured by the 
conviction of having ſuch a rival.” 


I now found that Sir Hector's letter, 


which I had directed to Miß Cecil, had 
been dropped by her, and found: by 
Mr. Treville. I endeavoured to paſs 


him ; but he held me with both hands 
faſt 
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faſt in his, and every effort on my part 
proved ine ffectual. I ſhrieked. 
While I was ſtruggling for liberty, 
Lord Denmore returned, Mr. Treville 
quitted me, and with farcaſtic ſeverity 
wiſhed me all the pleaſure which con- 
ſcience would permit me to enjoy, while 
Fancy preſented. the injured form of 
Lady Denmore. I was diſtreſſed and 
mortified. I could with pleafure have 
leaped into the ſtream, and ended the | 
ſcene of humiliation for ve. 
Lord Denmore approached me. 
oy: ' Wandering ſo late, Gertrude!“ ſaid 
he. Is your mind ſo contemplative, 
that you are unconſcious of the _ 
which awaits you?“ % Under 
protection I cannot but be ſafe, 15 
Lord,“ ſaid I, with an agitated voice, 
„ Have you ſeen Sir Hector?“ con- 
tinued Lord Denmore gravely. I heſi- 
tated. He proceeded. 1 
| ce Gertrude, 
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« Gertrude, I expect a candid anſwer. 
I am intereſted in the queſtion, more 
intereſted than you are aware of. I 
thought your mind pure and immacu- 
late: I hoped that your conduct would 
be blameleſs.” His voice was ſcarcely 
articulate ; he ſeemed deeply- affected, 
and ceaſed ſpeaking for ſeveral moments. 
We walked ſide by ſide towards the 
Caſtle, filent and ſlowly: when we 
came near the portico, he again addreſſed 
me. 1 . e | 

« My friend Mr. Treville, pitying 
your inexperienced youth, and dreading 
the artifice of Sir Hector Upas, diſco- 
vered to me the events of this evening. 
I did not attribute leſs vice to the mind 
of your ſeducer ; but I never ſuſpected 
you of weakneſs, that might be duped 
by ſuch a villain. Ir is true, the letter 
which Mr. Treville found was directed 
to Miſs Cecil, But the writing was 

| = Fours. 
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yours. Thus, Gertrude, have you 
added artifice to folly, by liſtening to:an 
abandoned libertine, and at the ſame 
time endeavouring to tarniſh the repu- 
tation of an innocent perſon.” I burſt 
into tears. He continued: As far as 
you are concerned, I ſhall be filent; 
you I ſhall not reproach ; your on 
error will produce its puniſþ:nent : but 
Sir Hector ſhall be taught to know, that 
under my roof, the honour of my gueſt 
ſhould have been ſacred.” We entered 
the ſaloon, where we found Mr. Treville 
and Miſs Cecil, laughing heartily at Sir 
Hector's diſappointment, and repeating 
the whole of the converſation which 
had paſſed in the receſs, to which, by 
appointment, they had repaired, and 
where they had, under covert of the 
wood, heard all that he ſaid — the 
evening. 


It 
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It was by this means Miſs Cecil 
diſcovered that the letter was intended 
for me, Sir Hector mentioning my 
name, when he addreſſed Lady Upas. 
Rage, mortified vanity, reſentment, 
and the ſpirit of retaliation, now made 
her complain to Lord Denmore of what 
ſhe termed my artful conduct; declaring 
that ſhe believed, moſt ſincerely, I had 
an intrigue with Sir Hector, and threw 
the letter which he had written to me 
in her way, for the purpoſe of 8 
my own iniquity. 

With this idea ſhe begged leave 
to quit the Caſtle; and though it was 


near midnight, ſhe ordered her chaiſe, _ 


to depart. 'The ſervant who had deli- 
vered Sir He@or's packet to me denied 
the circumſtance ; and I was left to bear 
a load of calumnv, from which neither 
my moſt ſolemn aſſurances, nor Lord 
Denmore's uſual penetration, could 
_— me. -Shortly after midnight 

Miſs 
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- Miſs Cecil departed. Mr. Treville 
| begged permiſſion to attend her to town; 
and I was left, overwhelmed with ſor- 


row, to bear the agonizing reproachat of 
Lord Denmore. dien. 


LETTER XVIL 


—— 


The Same to the Same. 


| Auguft 6, . 
I HAVE not ſeen my guardian ſince the 
night before laſt. He has forbad me to 
preſent myſelf near him, until I can 
exonerate my name from the imputation 
caſt upon it by the machinations of Miſs 
Cecil. The ſervant who delivered Sir 
5 Hector's letter ſtill perſiſts in denying 
ll - the. circumſtance, though I have by 
| tears and ; intreaties endeavoured to 
BY GA LN © 
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awaken that truth which will acquit me 
me of any criminal intention. Alas, 


Frances! how do we deceive ourſelves, 


when we hope that the ſmalleſt advan- 
tage can be derived even from the moſt 


innocent deception! How beautiful is 


ſincerity, though it diſplays our failings, 
and how uſeleſs is the veil of hypocriſy, 


where we wiſh to blind the diſcriminating 


eye of Reaſcn ! 


I have written to Lord Denmore, 


confeſſing that the letter was originally 
_ deſigned for me, and directed by my 
hand for Miſs Cecil. I pleaded the 
reſentment which I felt, and the pleaſure 

which I anticipated, in the hope of 
humbling the vanity, and expoling the 


folly, which had tempted Sir Hector 
to make ſuch a propoſal. Heaven can 


bear witneſs, that I meditated no evil 
towards Miſs Cecil, though I hoped' 
for conſiderable gratification from her 
Wir and wennn 

vol. I. H We 
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We have received: no intelligence 
reſpecting Lady Denmore. The proud 
heart of the huſband whom ſhe has 
deſerted will neither ſuffer him to com- 
plain, nor to purſue her. Sir Hector 
and Lady Upas will, moſt probably, 


continue their journey together: the 


ſhame which he cannot but feel, and the 


- reſentment which his conduct has natu- 

rally excited in her boſom, will prevent 
an eclat that would expoſe both parties 
to that ridicule, which ſcarce the firm 


philoſopher can ſcorn, and which the 


trifling beings of the creation tremble to 
encounter. Indeed, I have already 
obſerved, that the dread of farcaſm is 


more frequently productive of moral 
propriety, than even the pride of con- 
ſcious rectitude. Every thing, in the 


buſy ſcene of life, derives its conſequence 
or its diſgrace from outward appearances. 
Can we, therefore, be ſurpriſed, that to 


ſeem what we are not, and 't to aſſume 
=, thoſe 
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thoſe virtues which we cannot feel, 
conſtitute the perpetual taſk -of thoſe 
who would baſk in the dazzling, * 
beams of fortune? 

I am already weary of the weld; and 
all thoſe intricacies, by its miſguided 


inhabitants falſely named enjoyments. 


I ſee little to attach in the ſwift routine 
of pleaſure ; and I experience till leſs 
delight in the ſociety of the unthinkigg. 
Who has given me this diſlike for what 
others would approve, and who has 
taught me to contemn, nay even to 


abhor, the gay and ſplendid ſcenery of 


this wide theatre, the world? Who, but 


Lord Denmore? He who performs a 


part, where virtue is the predominating 


characteriſtic; where wiſdom tears the 


maſk from the ſpecious face of folly, 
and the mind dwells with rapture on the 
leſſon which experience teaches! You 
will ſay that Sir Heater Upas, Miſs 
Sn and Mr. Tre ville, are but unſa - 
I 2 vourable 
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vourable ſamples of the human race. 1 
acknowledge the truth of ſuch a ſug- 
geſtion, But have I not drawn ſome 


inference from the precepts of a ſuperior 


maſter? Has he not taught me to 
analyze the human heart; to ſeparate 


the droſs of folly from the pure and 
ſolid ore of truth ? Have I not explored 
the paths of virtue and philoſophy, 


guided by his claſſic taſte, and enlight- 


ened by the power of his intellectual 
pre · eminence? It is true, I have till 
lately been a ſtranger to the world; I 
knew not its vices, I feared not the perils 
it preſented. - But ſince the ſhort period 


of my initiation, I have travelled through 

an infinity of time: I have, as it were, 
lived over paſt ages ; examined the cuſ- | 
toms, and ſhuddered at the enormities of 


different eras. I have traced the ſtar of 
knowledge from the dark horizon, when 
ignorance obicured mankind. I have 
ſeen it illumine the atmoſphere of the 
| univerſe, 


— — 
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univerſe, at the ſame moment that it 
cheriſhed crimes the moſt atrocious. I 
have been wrapt in pleaſing dreams, and 
I awake a new-created being. 
To-morrow I will. write ab : till 
then, adieu. | na 


d 


LETTER XVIII. 
The Same to rhe Same. 


Auguſt 75 * | 
. morning Lord Denmore ſet out 
for London, without even bidding me 
farewell! I was not awake when he 
departed ; and he commanded the ſer- 
vants on no account whatever to diſturb 
me. The female, whoſe obſtinate de- 
nial of having delivered Sir He&or's 
letter occaſioned me to ſuffer ſo much 
pain, informs me that, urged by com- 
H 3 PO 
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punction and pity for my ſituation, ſhe 
laſt night confeſſed the fact to Lord 
Denmore. His emotion ſhe deſcribes 


as the moſt poignant, though it was 


' blended with joy, to know that I was 
innocent, I have bleſſed that ſacred, 
that omnipotent monitor, Truth, whoſe 
filent whiſperings have awakened juſtice. 
I once more hope—ah |! Frances, may 1 
avow that I hope to live 1 in the affe ctions 
of Lord Denmore. 
On deſcending from my chamber, 
I found breakfaſt prepared, as uſual, in 
the library; the eſtabliſhment in the 
Caſtle undiminiſhed, and every indi- 
vidual zealous to obey me. Still I was 
unhappy: | ſighed, ah! Frances ! 1 
ſighed for the preſence of Lord Den- 


more; while every object ſeemed to 


wear a gloomy aſpect, and every ſcene 
looked fad, as if Mourning ſor: bis 


abſence, | 


* 
„ 
In 
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In the library ſtood a buſt of Lord 
Denmore. I gazed on it with a mix- 
ture of melancholy and regret, that 
chilled every fibre of my brain. T 


began to prepare my breakfaſt ; ſtil my 


eyes were bent upon the ſenſeleſs marble z 


and ftill the wound of ſorrow ached : 
within my boſom. 


I lingered through the day in ſilent 


rumination. Fancy re-trod the path 


through which deſtiny had led me, and 
every mazy turn ſeemed more than 
uſually mournful. I met, in memory, 
all the ills that I had encountered ; and 
beheld, in a diſtant indiſtinct perſpective, 


many newly-created ſorrows, The de- 
ſpondency of a proud mind, ſtruggling 
with dependence, and expoſed to the 
hard uſage of an unfeeling world, can- 


not be deſcribed. It muſt be expe- 
rienced, to be known; and wretched is 


that mortal whoſe boſom is deſtined ro 
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acquire its knowledge from r 5 
miſery. 

Would to God! that 1 had never 
known Lord Denmore, or his home as 
my aſylum. There is ſomething AW- 
fully prophetic in the wiſh ; and I can- 
not ſhake it from my heart, either by 
the force of thought, or the energy of 
reaſon. Yer ſome ſecret, ſome inſtinc- 
tive power iaforms me, that in this ſoli- 
tude I am deſtined to periſh! in youth 
to periſh I muſt pauſe a moment. 
An icy languor arreſts the circulation 
in my veins ; the buſt of Lord Den- 
more appears to look ſternly at me. 
It ſeems to poſſeſs the powers of the 
baſiliſk : I am frequently faſcinated by 
its magic, and feel as if it had ſomething 
deſtructive in its influence over my 
ſenſes. How pliant is the human mind, 
when ſuperſtition rules it How unac- 
| countably are we under the controul of 
paſſions, 
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paſſions, at which reflection 1 is nn to 
ſhudder! 

I quit my pen for a ſhort period. The 
evening cloſes; what terrifying phantoms . 
approach me at this gloomy moment! 
The features of Lord Denmore's buſt 
are ſcarcely viſible ; every converſation: 
that has paſſed in this apartment ſeems 
imprinted on my memory in fateful 
characters. Here my mother periſhed ! 
On this ſpot did ſne © breathe the laſt 
ſigh from her agonized boſom! Such 
were Lord Denmore's words. 

I cloſe my letter till to-morrow. I 
am. overwhelmed with a melancholy 
preſentiment, which ſeems to check 

my pen. Oh! fpirits of my departed. 
parents! is it thus your wretched off- 
ſpring lingers through a ſcene of torture, 
which even your interceſſions cannot 
mige au. = "TI9-83 9 L 
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n continuation. ) 


Auguft 8, 8 
4 | Half paſt three o' clock. 
I RISE "Mn my- pillow, depreſſed and 
feveriſh. I have flumbered,—I have 
dreamed—dreamed of Lord Denmore, 
of his wife, of my dear dead parents! 
My heart palpitates, and my pulſes beat 
more rapidly than uſual. I am ſtartled 
by the ſound of my own footſteps as 
I crofs my chamber. The dawn is 
gloomy and tempeſtuous: the ſtrong 
towers of the Caſtle tremble as the 
thunder, rolls over them; the lightning 
glares through my apartment; and the 
mp, which aids me with a glimmering 
flame, is every moment rendered in- 
viſible, by the vivid aſhes, 8 
ſtrikes the caſement. | 
All has been ilent many minutes; 3 
It was the raven 's wing, maſtered by 


a 8 the 
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ſtrong blaſt, which flapped againſt my 
window. How weak is ſuperſtition !— 
and yet it can ſubdue the 2 of 
reaſon! 

What can theſe burning tears, thi 
feveriſh brain, portend ? I am uncon- 
ſcious of their meaning, and ſtill they 
are the ſource of agony unutterable. 
How many ſteal along the vale of life, 
and drop into a lonely grave, without 
one mental pang to intercept their 
Journey. Are ſuch beings leſs guilty 
than myſelf? Oh God! thou knoweſt 
my heart | and thou art the diſpenſer 
of mercy! If I am innocent, thou way 
not let me ſuffer. 
© Frances, I ſink beneath the weight of 
| forrew; and I have no friend near me 
to participate its preſſure. I hourly con- 
template the portrait of my father; it is 
never ſeparated from my boſom : the 
ſenſeleſs lineaments of that countenance, 
in which I ſhovld have read the language 
„ of 
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of parental fondneſs, are often bathed 
with tears that dim the cryſtal : I kiſs 
them off, and bleſs the inventive powers 
which formed a tranſparent ſafeguard 
between my ſorrow and the ohject which 
awakened it; elſe how long ſince would 
the dear reſemblance have been effaced 
for ever! | 

I truſt that I ſhall hoon Gm bo 
Denmore ; ; it would be barbarous wholly 
to forget me. I have been exonerated 
from. the ſtigma caſt upon me by Miſs 
Cecil; and it is neither juſt nor humane, 
to place the badge of crimipality-on the 
| boſom of acquitted innocence. Yet, 
(ſhame on the authorized oppreſſion I) 
ſuch violations of Nature's rights have 
been EG ge in a nene 
| country! 1; at * , ac) 

My ſituation. is too uncertain to 1 
1 ; and too romantic to be per- 
manent. What can it mean? why am 


1 left in this + magnificent abode i why. 
$2 44 treated 
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treated as its miſtreſs; reſpected, ſerved, 
obeyed ? What claim have I upon Lord 
Denmore's bounty? A promiſe pledged 
to my dear loft parents. Why was that 
promiſe made ? and wherefore does the 
obſervance of it excite ſuch a variety of 
ſtrong and agonizing emotions in the 
breaſt of him who made it? I am 
wild, and tortured by perpetual con- 
ʒjectures; the uncertainty, of my fate, 
the myſtery of paſt events, the gloomy 
proſpect which my unſettled imagination 
preſents, and the melancholy ſecluſion 
in which I am placed to nurſe my ſicken- 
ing fancy, will madden my diſordered 
brain; and, by the worſt of mortal 
miſeries, efface the ſenſe of every other. 
I will not ruminate; — and yet, to live in 
ignorance is more painful, than even to 
periſh, by perſevering in inquiry. 
What a ſcene of ſolicitude is human life l. 
We are perpetually buoyed up » hope, 
> I _ deſpair. We 


— 
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not to the means we poſſeſs for conſola- 
tion and enjoyment ; but, eſtimating our 
lot by compariſon with that of thoſe 
who are highly favoured by Heaven, we 
conſider ourſelves wretched; while the 
more. unfortunate envy us thoſe bleſſings 
which we have fcarcely ' gratitude to 
acknowledge.—Oh, mortals ! what are 
your aims, and where will your inſatiable 
longings after that which Fate denies, 
begin to own the dominion of reaſon ? 
When wil the happy be content, the 
unfortunate be patient? - Never! Man 
is a reſtleſs, buſy, enterpriſing creature; 
he is vain of power; ambitious of 
fame ; prone to controverſy; warmed 
by ambition; and mad in the purſuit of 
pleafure. Woman, created to be his 
folace and his companion, is, — ah, 
Frances! my throbbing boſom tells me, 
that ſhe is formed to be his ſlave ! Her 
vaunted ſtrength is bur the ſhadow © 
of a Sint. She moves in the: till 
7899 | 5 gloom 
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gloom of life, and fancies herſelf omni- 
potent ; till the tyrannic paſſions burſt 
forth round her ; ſhe then changes into 
a viſionary being, dazzles for a time,. 
ports in the ſunny hour of youth and 
joy, till the warm noon of life is paſt, 
and the approaching gloom of folitary 
twilight thickens round her grave! 

A chilling languor ſeems to afſail my 
ſenſes. I will once more endeavour 
to cloſe my weary. eyes; Heaven ſhield 
me! that I may dream no more of 

beings whom I am never deſtined to 
behold ; or of one—whom I ſhall never 
meet, but with the moſt poignant 
anguiſh, 
1 muſt not enter upon this ſubje&t; 
I am fadly, deeply impreſſed with my 
paſt dream, — and wiſh to reſt - more 
w. | 
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0 In continuation. 7 


WORE et ST I 
On, Frances! how vainly does the 
| Jacerated boſom hope for conſolation in 
the delight of calm and healing ſlumber ! 
How : ſeldom does the cool balm of 
reaſon temper. my feveriſh brain! 
I | ſhall remain this day in my cham- 
1 I dare not viſit the library; 1 
have. not courage to contemplate the 
inanimate likeneſs of Lord Denmore. 
I have often thought, that the chiſſel 
gives the reſemblance of nature with 
a ghaſtly ſimilitude. It is too near 
reality to pleaſe the penſi ve mind: for, 
when the immortal eſſence, the freed 
ſoul, eſcapes from its impriſoning clay. 
in what does the ſenſeleſs clad differ 
from the ſculptured marble? except, 
that the one is deſtined rapidly to periſn; 
| the 
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the other, to brave the touch of time, 
and remain beautiful for ages 
This likeneſs of Lord Denmore, 
which I have ſo frequently mentioned, 
has a caſt of character terribly ſtriking. 
J have gazed on it till I have ſhuddered; 
even when I fancied I was happy. 
What my ſenſations would now be, 
Heaven only knows! I dare not put 
them to the trial. 15 i | 
From the Caſtle turrets I di | 
behold an extent of landſcape, at once 
diverſified and fertile. The glow of 
autumn gives luſtre to every ſcene, and 
animation to every object. Shall the 
vegitating world combat and overpower 
a tempeſtuous ſeaſon; ſhall the herbage, 


the vallies, the woodlands, ſhake off 


their benumbing ſpell ; and ſhall - this 
heart of mine, this feeling, aching heart, 
writhe in -perpetual ſtorms; ſhudder 
at the paſt, and tremble at the future? 
| Shall I never know the- tranquil ſummer 

bodiogy © as hour 
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hour of reſt ; the luſtrous morning of 
vivifying hope; the calm and har- 
moniſing hour of conſcious peace? 
Why, why am I condemned to buffet 
with the rude ſtorm ;—to ſhrink from 
the ſtrong giant, perſecution ;—and to 
freeze with horror even at the chimeras 
of a troubled fancy? If the inanimate 
works of nature are alone allowed the 
powers of renovation ; if nothing, but the 
ſenſeleſs part of the creation, is to have 
its ſeaſon of delight, —why is virtue, 
why is ſenfibility ordained to be the 
object and effect of ſuperior organiza- 
vould dedicate his ſpring of life to the 
cultivation of an herb or flower, which 
the winter ſtorm would doom 11 wnd 

to periſh. | 
The ſun has riſen, wa the whak 
ſcene before me aſſumes a new and 
cheerful. aſpe&t! The diſtant hills 
bordering the * the vallies, the 
woodland 
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woodland glens, and the lengthening 
level plains, all ſeera to breathe freſh 
perfumes, ſprinkled on them during the 
repoſe of nature. I have ſlumbered ;— 
J have ſought the oblivious balm, which 
' ould attend the ſoothing hour of ſleep; 
but 1 awake, ſad, and ſubdued. by 
ſorrow. 5 5 
The birds hover round the Caſtle 
towers. They ſing, they ſeem to pour 
their wild warbled ſongs for me. Ah, 
Frances! they are now my only com- 
panions; at leaſt the only ones that 
ſeek to ſolace me. 

I have received no letter from Lord 
'Denmore! He too has forgot both 
Gertrude and her ſorrows! I dread the 

male volence of Miſs Cecil; the calumny 
„ Hector; the credulity of my 
N guardian; and, more than all, my own 
want of reſolution to bear his re- 
proaches, Farewell Fare wel 5 
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LETTER XIX. 
The Same to the Same. 


| Morning; Auguſt 12, 1796 
Wur do I never cloſe my eyes, but to 
dream of Lord Denmore? Why do J 
utter involuntary. words, ſuch as I was 
accuſtomed to ſpeak when he was my 
companion ? He, uſed to fay that I 
looked well when dreſſed with ſimple 
_ negligence ; I am now ſtudiouſly careful 
to avoid every thing gaudy or preciſe : 
yet why ſhould I take ſuch pains to adopt 
the taſte of one who is not near to ſee 
and to approve it ? I look at myſelf; I 
am fatisfied with my own form, becauſe 
that form, ſo decorated, would have 
been pleaſing to Lord Denmore. 
I have deſired a ſervant to remove the 
buſt, whoſe ſtern features never failed to 
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fill my mind with unaccountable horrors, 
and I now viſit the library almoſt every 
hour. Yet the niche looks like an 
empty caſket, from which a valued jewel 
has been taken, To ſupply the gloomy 
vacuum, I ſhall place there a head of 
Newton; and as I contemplate a coun- 


tenance which ſhews the index of the 
mind, I ſhall traverſe with him, in fancy, 


the paths of unknown worlds. With 
the image of Lord Denmore before me, 
Lnever ſoared above mortality. 

The companion of myguardian's buſt, 


is a Sappho. Nothing can be more 
faſcinating : it has ſoftneſs, blended with 


ſtrong intellectual traits, and, though 
not regularly beautiful, is irreſiſtibly 
pleaſing. The Grecian poeteſs, Lord 
Denmore informs me, was not famed 
for perſonal attractions; ſhe was, like 
many children of genius, equally diſtin- 


guiſhed for the gifts of mental pre- 
mene, and the perſecutions of miſ- 
fortune; 


Mes heir it Wn tdi et EL cas 
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fortune; ſhe was, at once, the moſt 
favoured and the moſt unhappy of 
women. 

Why, Frances, do we perpetually be- 
hold the moſt enlighted of the human 
race ſtruggling with poverty or van- 
quiſhed by deſpair? Do the attributes 
of Nature excite ſuch envy in the mind, 
that thoſe who are not graced with the 
ſtamp of powerful intelle& muſt hate 
what they cannot exemplify? I have 
wept when I have read the progreſs of 
that fate which has followed ſome of the 
moſt diſtinguiſned among mortals; I 
have, notwithſtanding, conſidered them 
as indebted - to Heaven for ſuperior 
dignities, which poverty cannot debaſe, 
and which time will record to an ad- 
miring poſterity. -The gifts of Fortune 
follow not their poſſeſſors when the 
tomb cloſes on them; but the favours of 
Nature, the fruits of Genius, bloom 
over the grave, 0 live, even in the 

remoteſt 
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remoteſt glooms of * unperiſn- 


able. 
It is ſtrange chat I have not received 


a line from any individual of the family. 
I am too inſignificant a being, to excite 
a laſting reſentment in the breaſt of 
Lady Denmore; ſhe knows, ſhe feels 


her power over her huſband's mind: 
and that he will ſcarcely hazard the 
reproaches of the world, by eſpouling 
the cauſe of an ill-fated orphan. Let, 
be is generous; and, alas! Frances, J. 


am unhappy. 


The ſombre habit which my fancy | 
has. adopted, and which will never fail. 
to be my molt prevailing characteriſtic, 
hourly aſſumes a deeper ſhade; I am 
devoted to melancholy,—I am wholly. 
occupied in cheriſhing the influence 
it poſſeſſes. I gaze around me, but all 
is tinged with the ſadneſs of increaſing . 
deſpondency. I know but one being in 
the habitable globe to, whom I can 


8 | look 
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look up for protection; and I tremble, 
while I hope that he will not forſake 
me. T reproach myſelf for remaining 
here under ſuſpicions of a diſhonourable 
nature; and yet I have not reſolution to 
depart, —a ſecret impulſe chains me to 
this aſylum ;—this /af aſylum! I feel 
that my diſaſtrous journey will ſoon end; 
I' look not forward to months and 
years of pain or pleaſure: my weary 
eyes behold the cloſe of that perſpective, 
where, amidſt the ſolitary gloom, I 
behold the ſhadows of my parents. 
Oh, my father ! my loſt, brave, gene- 
rous father! the hour of battle which 
gave thy daring boſom to an honourable 
grave, conſigned thy infant Gertrude to 
that fate, which will teach her to bathe 


thy aſhes with unavailing tears! The 


breath of calumny cannot tarniſh thy 
fame ;—I have heard thee pronounced 


a villain ! I ſhudder ! I ſhould hate thy 
3: Nanderer ; 3 but how ſeldom can the heart 


* 
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of woman oppoſe the ſtrength of reſent 
ment, againſt the faſcinations of deſtiny. 
I was born to be the dupe of my 
affections I ſtruggle, but ww - vain, 
to maſter their omnipotence. 


** 1 


Eveniug. 

I Have been reading Gin anecdotes 
of the Grecian Sappho. che loved 
ſhe was deſerted—ſhe was the victim of 
an hopeleſs paffion! I have paſſed 
a whole deut before her ride ” 


have given a tear to the mary of ber 
ſorrows. 


How | povertbül has bee 
pity ſeized on my imagination!“ I 
quitted the library, and wandered tos 
wards that part of the woods; where the 
wild caſcade rufhes fromthe over - hang. 
ing cliff, and roars in à rapI&river, along 
the diſtant valley. As I topped ant 
liſtened, white tlie quid column Broke 
on the rugged bafe, I fancied chat the 
vor. . I harp | 
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| harp of the unhappy Leſbian mingled. 
its mournful tones with the deafening. 
din, and gave to the loud thunder of the 
ſwift falling waters a pleaſing, melancholy. 
ſound! I recolleted that /he buried 
her burning boſom in the deep wave. 
I beheld the ſcene before me, and 
ſhivered with involuntary horror! 

1 often, from my chamber window, 
contemplate the ſpot where ] ſhall 
reſt for ever! The church-yard neareſt 
the Caſtle ſtands on a verdant upland, 
and ſufficiently adjacent for me to diſcern 

every object that aſcends the conſe- 
crated path. I can number the me- 
morials ſcattered among the heaps of 
mould, and particularly the monument 10 
of the Denmore family. Sometimes 
the marble entrance ſeems to yawn;. 
1 feel the blood curdle at my heart, 
and haſtily cloſe the ſhutter of my 
edo; twice I have changed my. 
apartment, and twice returned to 
n 
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merely for the gratification Of beholding 
thar filent reſting place, where, before 
another ſummer waſtes its prime, I 
ſhall, like its leaves, n and be 


forgotton! 
Weary, fad, and hopelel, I bid you 
2 2 ſhort farewell „„ 


LETTER X. 721 
The Same to the Sams. 


——— Caſtle, Angut 15, 1796. 5 
An exp has this inſtant reached 
the Caftle, with intelligence that Lady 
Denmore is dying! She has ſwallowed 
poiſon, and her ſituation is hopeleſs... 
I fly to implore her pardon; 3 to ex- 8 
culpate myſelf from every ſhadow x. 
A % and to breathe forth | [the 
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angulſh of my ſoul on the pillow of the 
expiring, vidim. : 

I know not whether Lord 8 
is apprized of this event. The dreadſul 
news was ſent to me by Mr. Treville. 
If Lady Denmore dies, and I am ac- 
ceſſary to her deſtruction, how, oh, 
Frances! how am I to ſupport the 
anguiſh of reflection? Where is the 
ſophiſtry that can ſoothe my mind ? 
where the opiate, whoſe benumbing 
influence ſhall-ull- my ſenſes to ** 
fulneſs ? 

L feel infinitely the preſfure of my own 
weighty. anguiſn; yet I have a more 
acute ſorrow to experience, when 
J ſhall witneſs the ſuffe rings of Lord 


Denmore. * have ventured to viſt 
his buſt;, I have bathed it with tears; 
I have preſſed my feveriſh lip to the 
cold marble. Why, why did it not 
ſfeeze me into death ? | 
The chaiſe i is ready, —T depart. 


9 
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LETTER XXI. 
The Same to the Same. 


1 Portman- Square, Auguſt 16, 1796. 
Waar a journey have I experienced 
what tears have I ſhed! what ſighs, what 
_ agonizing ſighs have I breathed, during 
the laſt twelve hours! Oh, Frances! 
how ſtrongly has my ſtartled imagination 
pictured the faded form, the pallid cheek, 
of the raſh Lady Denmore; | How 
horrible. has death appeared in the 
ſhrunk remains of her whom I have 
deſtroyed ; and yet, how gladly ſhould I 
welcome the ghaſtly tyrant, would he but 
ſnatch me from this world of ſorrow! 
If Lady Denmore expires, I will 


. depart for Ireland. My pre- 
| 13 Sy ſence 
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ſence would be hateful to her family ;— 
her huſband would abhor me, the 
world condemn, and nature ſhudder at 
my conduct. Ah, Frances! what have 
I done? I have torn aſunder the ſweeteſt 
bonds of ſocial faith, the ſacred union of 
wedded love! I have crept into the 
boſom of friendſhip, been cheriſhed by 
its warmth ; and, grown into ſtrength, 
J have ſtung it, even to deſtruction! 
Why, why did I receive the atten- 
tions of Lord Denmore? Why did I 
permit him to remove me from my 
obſcure retreat? to place me in the 
vortex of faſcination, and to tempt me 
beyond the ſtrength. of my reſiſting 
fortitude ? It is not yet too late to 
preſerve my fame inviolate; — would to 
Heaven I could alſo ſnatch the beau- 
teous, the raſh Lady Denmore from 
| e deſtruction ll. 

I will, if the ſpell which bak: me 
can be broken, I * quit this houſe of 
957% . ſorrow ; 
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ſorrow ; and, by induſtry, provide myſelf 
the ſcanty means of life: its pleaſures 
will ever be aliens to my boſom. Yet, 
fancy often turns, with tearful eyes, to the 
melancholy haunts of Denmore Caſtle ; 
and a preſentiment hangs ſtill about my 
heart, chat there "i: ren will ter- 
minate. | 
There, Frances, my dear mother 
periſhed! There ſleep thoſe aſhes, 
which memory ſhould conſecrate with 
filial tears! Shall I then depart? Shall 


I forſake the ſanctuary where her ſor- 


rows found repoſe ? Will not her fainted 
ſpirit ſoothe my aching boſom, colle& 
my wandering ſenſes, ſteal from my - 
boſom the thorn of anguiſh, and point, 
with ſmiling hope, to happier regions ? 2 
Il know not how 1 can anſwer to ſuch 
queſtions; 5 
I have been three hours beneath the 
roof of the amiable Ducheſs; Lady 


* 3 mother. Every virtue that 
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can exalt the human mind, every grace 
that can refine the heart, inhabits the 
breaſt of this venerable woman. Frances, 
I have ſeen her; I have wept at her 
feet; I have ſighed forth my ſorrows 
in her boſom. She believes me in- 
nocent ; and blames the jealous frenzy of 
her too irritable daughter. She has 
even pitied Lord Denmore ; while ſhe 
reproached herſelf for having promoted 
an union betwixt two beings ſo oppoſite 
in their natures. Is not this the criterion 
of an eplightencd mind; the phijndaghy 
of Reaſon? _ | 

Miss Cecil has been with Lady pen | 
more ever ſince the hour of fatal deſpe- 
ration: Even her report of me to the 
Nucheſs of Aldborough could not 
awaken ſuſpicions, which would, aided 
by prejudice, have brought my miſeries 
to a climax.. I am ſurrounded by a 
tempeſtuous ſea of perils; yet 1 have 


one e . the wrecks on iy 
Gy 


15 
* 


3 
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* 
ſide, which ſuſtains my fortitude; the 
| hope chat my innocence will be clearly 
aſcertained, though my deſpair ' ſhould 


be completed. I will relinquiſh my 
pen for a few hours. 'Every moment 


is marked by ſome new horror! 


Jam 


commanded to appear before Lord 


Denmore. I ſhudder - but : muſt oy: 


121 ſummons. 


and Iſtill exiſt - to experience a ne ſenſe 


8 


| 8 
1 HAVE . my n of ſortitudes 


of ſorrow. I have met the ſtern, the 


angry gaze of my diſtracted guardian, 


and I have been informed by Miſs 


hour which firſt gave me to the light. 


Oh God! had my dear father liveds 


3 p 


would he have curſed me? 
— Denmore 7 


_— 


es pepermly be 5 
N ſhe 
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ſhe knows him not; ſhe feels not the 
tear which rolls from his ſleepleſs eyes 
upon her pale cheek : ſhe is unconſcious 
that thoſe arms enfold her from which 
the eſtranged herſelf, madly eſtranged 
herſelf, prompted by the demon Jea- 
louſy, and taunted by the n of 
noe, 
Since my arrival, Lord Denmore Fo 
not once ſpoken to me. I honour his 
ſenſibility ; I participate in all his ſuffer- 
ings. I know that the moment of 
diſtreſs is too ſacred to admit of trivial 
forms. I will await a more tranquil 
period for an explanation of events, and 
I will await it in ſilencde. 
Sometimes I fancy that I have power 
to meliorate his tortures; vain and 
deluſive thought! Can the ſame object 
produce a Poiſon and its — der- ; 
Impoſſible. , FILL 
Dreadſul is the tl. * 1 all 
ang beings, I am the ill-fated mortal 
whom 
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whom Lord Denmore muſt in future hate. 

I who would, without a reſiſting pang, 
yield up my life, to preſerve his boſom 
from one hour of anguiſh. 
Lady Denmore's languor augments 
every moment; the benumbing drug 
ſtill lingers in her veins, and though the 
ſtrength of its influence has been ſub- 
dued, its dregs continue to creep with 
ſubtle miſchief through the heart. The 
hand of death ſeems to preſs heavily on 
her eye-lids, and her feeble voice can 
ſcarcely convey the fainting groan of 
approaching diſſolution. Frances, if 
you would witneſs the moſt touching, 
the moſt terrible of mortal miſeries, 
you muſt behold the bed of death; 
where youth and beauty are deſtined 
to expire, amidſt the tears _ mung 
ſorrow. 
Lord Denmore 1 and talks like a 

maniac; the Ducheſs of Aldborough is 


1 6 e con- 
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confined to her chamber, nearly diſ- 
tracted ; and yet, I am alive to deſcribe. 
the ſcene of horror! What a ſtrangely. 
ſtubborn — is the an bear! 


— 


= U— — 
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irren XIII. 
* The Same 7 W e. Same. 


ü Auguſt 18, * | 
Kone 3 had been prevailed on 
to quit the chamber of deſpair, and we 
this day dined together. He was ſilent 
and gloomy. Not a ſyllable eſcaped 
his lips, though many laboured ſighs 
ſtole from his boſom. He frequently 
ſeemed as if preparing to ſpeak; but 
kis articulation: was ſuddenly arreſted; 
_— a nn "CRT: ſhook: his 

82 frame, 
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frame, as marked as it: was touching. 
Alas! Frances! he is ſtrangely, mourn- 
fully altered! His form is meagre z 
his eyes languid; his brow perpetually 
contracted; his cheek has forgot to 
ſmile, and his voice is rendered feeble 
by affliction. I have heard, that, to a 
ſenſible and exalted mind, a beloved 
object becomes more dear in proportion 
as he is unfortunate. I am almoſt afraid 
to examine the truth of ſuch an opinion, 
and I would rather doubt its authenticity, 
than venture to ſcrutinize * bn n 
the ſubject. 
Dur mute and melancholy meal was 
ſcarcely ended, when we were . rouſed 
from the ſtagnation of ſorrow by the pre- 
ſence of Miſs Cecil. On her entering the 
room, my eyes inſtantliy met her contemp+. 
tuous glances; while my cheek reddened 
with ſcorn and indignation. Lord 
Denmore, faid ſhe; with a ſignificant 
. « I did not * to moet you in 
ſuch 


182 THE FALSE FRIEND. , 
ſuch ſociety. I have been to the cham- 
ber of my dying friend, where at leaſt 1 
prepared to find a lamenting huſband ! 
But the claims of Miſs St. Leger muſt 
have weight tooverpowerallothers! ſince 
humanity yields precedence to her refiſt- 
leſs faſcinations.” Lord Denmore roſe 
abruptly. < I merit the reproof,” ſaid 
he : © this is no place for me at ſuch a 
moment.“ In an inſtant he was out of 
the room; and I was left alone with > | 
_ deſigning enemy, . 

Aſter many looks of anger and diſ- 
4 Miſs Cecil unburthened the full 
malice of her heart: You are ſtrangely 
obtruſive,” - ſaid ſhe: © this indelicate 
effrontery may defy the opinion of the 
world; but it will alſo ſtigmatize the 
amiable; woman, under whoſe roof you 
dare avow your guilt. She will obtain 
but little credit for having ſheltered the 
deſtroyer of her child, the miſtreſs of 


Lord Denmore I anſwered her ca- 


lumny 
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lumny by ſilent ſcorn. She con- 
tinued: e 

The Ducheſs of Aldborough is my 
friend; and availing myſelf of that pri- 


vilege which I know ſhe will ſanction, 


I require your immediate abſence, If 
your ſituation demands pecuniary aid, 
I will aſſiſt you: at all events you muſt 
not ſleep again under this roof. There- 
fore without heſitation I inform you, that 
my carriage waits to convey you hence. 
Be prudent, and obey the wiſhes of 
Lord Denmore.” 


& Of Lord Denmore !” ” repened ” | 


with aſtoniſhment. 
« You may ſtart and weY ag 


replied Miſs Cecil; © but what I „ 
aſſerted is ſtrictly true. The delicacy of 
his mind would not ſuffer him to com 


mand your abſence ; he therefore im- 


poſed the unpleaſant taſk on me. I have 
executed my commiſſion, and ſhall now 


leave * 
; « I wil 


OOO OY $a, os et lg e — 
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„ will go!” faid I, burſting inte 
tears. © will go, Madam, where my 
preſence ſhall no more interrupt Lord 
Denmore's happineſs. Inform him how 
patiently I ſubmit to his reſentment ; 
how readily I acquieſee in this ſevere 
injunction.” I quitted the room, and 
| ruſhing through the hall, paſſed the 
ſtreet-door. Miſs Cecil's carriage was 
in waiting, but I diſdained to enter it, 
and with haſty ſteps hurried . the 
pavement. 

J ſtill wore the dreſs in which 1 had 
travelled from Denmore Caſtle. A blue 
habit, and a plain black hat, were too 
_ fimple to attract attention from thoſe 
whom I met, but of whoſe obſervation: 
F. ſhould at that moment have il 
unconſcious. | | 
At the corner of pon OR N 
I ſtopped to conſider what ſteps I ſhould 
take for my preſent ſaſety: 1 could not 


* * 
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the fixed gaze of mute affliction, when 
a pretty fair woman, young, and neatly 
dreſſed, ſtopping on the foot- path, in- 
quired which was the houſe of Lord 
Melcomb. I briefly anſwered, that 
being an entire ſtranger, I did not know, 
She again addreſſed me: Have you 
loſt your way, young lady? Can I ſet 
you right? Whither do you wiſh to go? 
e am looking for a lodging,” ſaid 1 
faintly. 
| We walked ſide 10 Gde ſeveral paces : 
the ſtranger - ſaid ſhe was in haſte, 
but, as I ſeemed to want a guide, ſhe 
would not leave me. I can accom- 
modate you with an apartment,” faid 
ſhe; © but it is on the ſecond floor; 
to-morrow we may find ſomething 
better: at leaſt with me you will be 
ſafe; for in this great ſcene of noiſe and 
folly, and at this hour, many dangers 
would await you,” I confeſſed the hu- 
manity 


many „„. 33 ˖ ˖ —— mmean — 
on 
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manity of her offer, and accepted ic 
with avidity. 

We proceeded haſtily along a ireet 
near Oxford-road, till we came to a 
neat and decent-looking houſe ; on the 
Private door of which was painted, 
_ © Blonzely, Fancy-dreſs maker.” We 
entered. I obſerved ſeveral elegant young 
women in the work room through which 
we paſſed ; and, with many civil expreſ- 
ſions, I was left in my apartment. 
Here I fat down, with a heart full, 
almoſt to burſting, I recalled every 
event of my life with a mournful exac- 
titude, and Jooked forward with an 
aching boſom to the dark has now 
before me. „ 33 


7 
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LETTER XXIII. 
The Same to the Same. 


1 5 Auguſt 21, 1796. 
In my new habitation I found myſelf, 
for the firſt moment in my life, forlorn 
and unprotected. I looked round the 
peopled world, and amongſt the millions 
that breathed, either in ſorrow or pro- 
ſperity, I knew no being, except your- 
ſelf, to whom I could apply for conſo- 
lation. I ſighed when I felt the weight 
of calumny which preſſed me almoſt to 
deſtruction; but my pride towered 
above deſpondency, when I recollected 
that I had been driven from Lord Den- 
more's preſence, ſtigmatized with the 
crime of domeſtic treachery, and forbid 
even to plead my exculpation. Suſ- 
tained by theſe reflections, my inno- 
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cence ſeemed to arm itſelf againſt its 
oppreſſors, and I reſolved to bear my fate 
with fortitude and reſignation. 

As the evening advanced, I began to 


feel faint for want of refreſhment. I 


applied to Mrs. Blonzely for a direction 
where I might find proviſion for the 
morrow's breakfaſt, and likewiſe pens, 
ink, and paper: theſe I conſidered as the 
only means from which I could derive. 
conſolation in my diſgraceful baniſh- 
ment; and I was eager to procure them 
without delay, naturally anticipating a 
night of ſleepleſs rumination. I ſent to 
requeſt Mrs. Blonzely's inſtruction, be- 
ing an entire ſtranger to the metropolis; 


and ſhe returned for anſwer, that ſne 


would in a few minutes attend me. 
The interval was employed i in thought. 
1 now began to perceive that I had 


acted unwiſely, in following the firſt im- 


pulſe of reſentment, and in accepting 


10 ee from Mis Cecil's abrupt 
meſſage, 
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meſſage, which I could not teach myſelf f 
to believe the realor authorized ſentiment 
of my liberal and generous patron. I 
knew too much of his philanthropic 
nature to ſuppoſe him capable of aban- 
doning to poverty and ſorrow a being 
whom he had reared from infaney, and 
foſtered with unbounded kindneſs. I 
beheld, as the gloom of defpair diſſi- 

| pated, thoſe traits of envy and male 
volence, which had invariably been the 
characteriſtics of Miſs CeciF's mind; 
and ſuppoſing that ſhe was inſtigated by 
Lady Denmore, I ſtill hoped that my 
guardian's reſentment was not impla- 
cable. At one moment I was half 
reſolved to return, and to throw myſelf 
at the feet of my patron. But Reaſon 
whiſpered, will it not be ſuppoſed that 
you depend on the ſecret influence you 
hold in his affections? that you avail 
yourſelf: of his partiality, to re- obtain an 
_— under his protection, oven in 
— 1 defiance 
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defiance of his wife, and at the expence- 
of his reputation? Then there was 
alſo the chance of being again ſpurned 
from his. threſhold, taunted by the do- 
meſtics of the family, and, what was 
ſtil worſe, inſulted by Miſs Cecil. 
Theſe cogitations palſied my fortitude; 
and the proud ſpirit which had not been 
ſubdued by perſecution, till refuſed to 
bend, where abject humiliation was 
anticipated as the conſequence. if 
The occupation which Mrs. Blonzely 
followed ſeemed to preſent the means 
for my temporary ſupport, till I could 
either convince my guardian how un- 
worthily he had treated me, or accuſtom. 
my mind to the viciſſitudes of my for- 
tune. I then reſolved to adopt ſome 
honourable profeſſion, the education 
which I have received affording me 
many ſubterfuges from diſtreſs: I knew 
that I could ſubſiſt with credit to myſelf, 


| and/honour to my patron, by teaching. 


muſic, 
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muſic, drawing, or becoming a governeſs 
in ſome family of diſtinction. This re- 
flection ſolaced my afflited heart; while, 
endeavouring to forget Lord Denmore's 
preſent unkindneſs, I gratefully thanked 
him for his paſt generoſity. © He has 
enabled me to provide for myſelf,” ſaid 
I, ſighing; © and. to the lateſt moment 
of a life which ſhall not be ſullied by 
diſhonour, I will not ceaſe to bleſs 

him.” 
I was 1 by Mrs. . 
who came to obey my commands.“ 
I would have ſent, or taken the ſervant 
with me ; but my hoſteſs informed me, 
that ſhe could not think of truſting a 
young perſon of my appearance in the 
ſtreets alone, or even with a domeſtic, 
at ſuch an hour, and in ſuch a ſtate of 
mind. I ſtarted as ſhe concluded her. 
remark; and began to ſuppoſe that 
ſhe was acquainted with my, ſituation. 
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She ſmiled, Fear nothing,” faid | the; 5 
* I am diſcreet.” “ 
What ſhould I fear ?” nn 
with ſome emotion. 
Jou are alarmed, young lady,” ſaid 
Mrs. Blonzely : * perhaps I have awa- 
kened your diftreſs by my incautious 
expreſſion ; but you muſt forgive me: 
J really cannot ſee ſo much grace, 
faſhiony- and beauty, without feeling 
intereſted for its ſafety.” -I looked 
_ confuſed, She pauſed a few as, 
and then proceeded: 
cc Alone, ſo dreſſed, fo forrowful, 
what am I to conclude? I cannot 
believe that you are aſſuming à cha- 
racter; for innocence is the charm 
which embelliſnes your features; and 
yet you have not the appearance of one 
who has been aceuſtomed to misfortune: 
bo then does it happen, that you are a 
ſtranger in the metropolis, without a 
. Protector, 
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rotector, without even clothes to change 


your dreſs? How did you travel ? What 


is the motive of your journey?“ This 
ſucceſſion of impertinent queſtions aſto- 
niſhed and perplexed me; while my 
embarraſſment continued to augment, 
in proportion as ſhe diſplayed her effron- 
tery. Mrs. Blonzely was too practiſed 


a traveller in the labyrinths of life to loſe 


her clue by an indiſcreet impatience. 
She perceived that I was alarmed ; and 
ſhe was too ſubtle an inquiſitor to put 
the object of her curioſity upon its 
guard. I returned no anſwers to her 


rapid inquiries; and ſhe thought that, 


at leaſt for the preſent, it would be 
prudent not to repeat them. 8 
We proceeded towards Bond- ſtreet. 


I never beheld ſuch a variety of 


motley characters, as there met my 
eyes. Every thing appeared groteſque. 
Men and women ſeemed like any 
S l . K thing 
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thing but what they were; I was loſt i in 


aſtoniſhment ; carriage ſucceeded car- 
riage ; and the beauty of one female had 


ſcarcely excited my ſurpriſe, before 
another elaimed its admiration, This, 
thought I, is a ſcene of wonders! Is it 


poſſible that any mortal can know ſor- | 


row, where every thing ſeems marked 
with delight and proſperity? But the 


circumſtance, of all others, which ex- 


cited my aſtohiſhment, was that of 


beholding men in the finical employ- 


ment of folding gauzes, rolling rib- 


ands, adjuſting feathers, and forming 
bouquets, with all the conceited effe- 
minacy of our ſex, blended with the 
oppreſſive effrontery of theirs ; while 


crowds. of lovely young women wan- 
dered up and down, either ſeeking dif- | 


* 


grace as a ſubterfuge from want, or con- 


cealing the miſeries of guilt beneath the 
deſtructive colouring of artificial beauty. 
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e 1 do not wonder at your ſilent 
aſtoniſhment,” ſaid Mrs. Blonzely; 
cc for, to a ſtranger's eye, every thing 
here muſt ſeem extraordinary, We 
will walk ſlowly, and perhaps I can 
amuſe you by ſome account of the 
various perſonages who paſs and repaſs 
before us. This is the centre of polite 


confuſion. This buſy ſtreet, though ; 


the leaſt convenient either for the 
pedeſtrian or equeſtrian, is thronged 
during the whole 1 with en. 
and foot-paſſengers.” 

« For what purpoſe ?” ſaid I. 


« To ſee, and to be ſeen,” replied 


Mrs. Blonzely ; < to excite aſtoniſhment, 
and to furniſh ſubjects for the carica- 


turiſt. All the human race exiſt upon 
the follies of each other: the fool 


laughs at the wit, and the wit makes 
his jeſt at the expence of the fool. Do 
you ſee that fuperb carriage ſtopping at 
the dentiſt's on the oppoſite fide of 
the ſtreet? The lady who waits in it 
| K 2 6 
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is the miſtreſs of a nobleman ; a woman 
whoſe knowledge extends not to the 
twenty-four letters ; whoſe manners are 
vulgar and profligate; whoſe beauty 
does not exceed mediocrity ; but who 
diſſipates three thouſand pounds a-year 
on her perſon and eſtabliſhment.” 

. Aſtoniſhing !” exclaimed I. 
e Not more ſo than what I am now 
going to tell you,” ſaid Mrs. Blonzely. 
« The gentleman whom you ſce talking 
to her, in the ſhabby black coat, with his 
head uncovered, was the tutor of the 
ſame nobleman. - He is a man of genius, 
and a ſcholar ; and though he has de- 
voted. many years to the ſervice of his 
pupil; though he has dedicated three 
exquiſite poems, two plays, and four 
pamphlets to him in the courſe of the 


laſt ſeven years, he has paſſed three of 


them in a priſon, for a debt of two 
hundred pounds; and now, only recently 


emancipated, advertiſes to teach lan- 


guages for the a reward of half. a- 
crown 
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crown a leſſon.” —I fighed, but could 
mot make any comment. 

« Here,” faid ſhe, ſhaking my arm, 
to rouſe me from the reverie into which 
her ſtory had abſorbed me; ' here, in 
the green coat, comes a baronet, who at 
the age of ſixty married a beautiful girl, 
of only ſeventeen. The venerable ſinner 
has two miſtreſſes, who publicly exhibit 
his liveries, and who equally ſhare his 
hours of unbluſhing profligacy : yet, 

only laſt year, he, on the falſe witneſs 
of a diſcarded ſervant, obtained a di- 
vorce, with five thouſand pounds da- 
mages, againſt a young officer, who 
being diſinherited for his folly, ſhortly 
after put a period to his exiſtence : the 
unhappy wife is now at Briltol,” dying 
of a broken heart.” | 

% Heavens!” exclaimed I; „ can 

ſuch things be poſſible? ? 


K 3 e We 
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« We meet with them every day,” 
anſwered Mrs. Blonzely ; * and cuſtom 
has familiarized the mind to every thing 

prepoſterous. Thoſe old-faſhioned cha- 
rafters, a good huſband, a chaſte wife, a 

modeſt ſpinſter, a conſtant lover, and 
an honourable friend, are almoſt ex- 
ploded. Indeed, we now and then 
meet with ſuch gothic perſonages ;. but 
they are ſo fearful of the ridicule which 
will attach itſelf to the ſingularity of 
their characters, that they are obliged 


to aſſume the appearance of Vie, in 
order to obtain the entrẽ of ſociety,” = 

« Wonderful!“ exclaimed 1 

ct It is, nevertheleſs, true,” ſaid Mrs. 
Blonzely. © I know wives, who are 
affiamed of being ſeen with their huſ- 
bands; huſbands, that ſupport miſtreſſes 
Whom they deſpiſe; women of ſenſe, 
who pretend to be idiots; and divines, 


who affect to OE: at religion. and yet 
the 
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the wife would, were ſhe not afraid of 
being laughed at, become a domeſtic 
prodigy ; the huſband, but for the dread 
of ſarcaſm, would be an example of 
fidelity; the woman of underſtanding, 
did ſhe not tremble at the title of a 
pedant, would be a rational being ; and 
the divine, could he be perſuaded that 
he ſhould eſcape the laſh of ridicule, 
would ſet, a laudable example for piety, 
virtue, and morality.” 

Mrs. Blonzely pauſed, to take breath, 
for a moment, and then continued: 

« Here comes an unſucceſsful dramatic 
writer; to whom report gives every | 
claim that might have inſured applauſe : 
yet he has had two comedies and three 
farces damned on the firſt repreſentation; 
while he ſees the illiterate farragoes of a 
rival author performed every night, 
with univerſal 6 to overflowing 


houſes.” Toa 
K 4 cc What 
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What is the origin of ſuch injuſ- 
tice ?” ſaid I. 

« The political opinions of the 
writer,” replied Mrs. Blonzely, Every 
thing) is now ſwayed by prejudice; and 
though a few enlightened individuals 
have candour to patronize, and judg- 
ment to diſcriminate, where talents look 
up to them for protection the majority 
of mankind, the ill- natured, the envious, 
and the ignorant, will ſtill predomi- 
nate. what 

% Thank Ploaven't I exclaimed Ft 
cc there are yet a few, who reſcue the 
human race rom the” ſtigma of pow 
dice,” = 
e Tt is intend: fortunate for genius, 

and honourable to humanity,” ſaid 
Mrs. Blonzely; © and however the 
popular fury of the times may condemn 
the ariſtocracy of kingdoms, this iſland 


__ to "wont, amidſt all its folly and 
a1. * diſſipation, 
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diſſipation, ſome names that adorn: no- 
bility, and do honour to their country.“ 
I now diſcovered that we had twice 
meaſured the length of Bond-ſtreet ; and 
the darkneſs interrupting our obſerv- 
ations, I purchaſed ſuch articles as I 
wanted, and we once more turned 
our footſteps towards Oxford-ſtreet. 
The evening was ſultry; and as we. 
ſtrolled ſlowly along, an idea occurred, 
that I might obtain ſome intelligence 
reſpecting Lady Denmore, by employing 
Mrs. Blonzely to make inquiries. With 
this hope I informed her, that having 
heard how dangerouſly ill Lady Den- 
more was, and being lately come from 


the neighbourhood of Denmore Caſtle, 


I felt anxious to know whether or not 
ſne was out of danger. Mrs. Blonzely 
liſtened attentively ; but not without 
ſome queſtions, which proved her ſcep- 
ticiſm, and awakened my apprehen- 
ſions that ſhe would deny my requeſt. 
4 k 5 After 
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After a pauſe of ſeveral minutes, during 
which her eyes were fixed on mine, ſhe 
conſented to attend me; and in a 
quarter of an hour we entered Portman» 
ſquare. | 
It was now eleven o n Frances, 
how violently did my heart palpitate when 
L approached that threſhold, from which I 
had, only a few hours before, been driven 
with unmerited ignominy. I could not 
ſuppreſs my tears. I however concealed 
them, and loitered on the pavement, at 
a ſhort diſtance from the door, while 
Mrs. Blonzely made the 1 
inquiries. 
She remained 1 a much longer 
time than I thought neceſſary for the 
© meſſage I had commiſſioned her to 
deliver: I could. perceive her, by the 
tight in the hall, in cloſe converſation 
with a female, who, as far as I could 
diſtinguiſh, appeared to be Miſs Cecil's 
femme de chambre. J croſſed the coach- 
N way, 5 


| 
j 
| 
| 
| 
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way, and took my ſtand near the iron 
palliſadoes oppoſite the houſe. The 
moments ſeemed like hours, while 
I waited for Mrs. Blonzely's re-joining 
me ; and yet, every time ſhe moved, I 
trembled with apprehenſion. 
In defiance of the efforts which I 
made to calm my thoughts, my agitation 
every minute augmented, till I ſcarcely 
knew where I ſtood, or what was the 
object of my inquietude. I gazed with 
anxious eyes at the window of Lady 
Denmore's apartment. I perceived 
lights moving in many directions; by 


the buſtle, ill-ſuited to the ſtillneſs which 


ſhould be obſerved in a ſick chamber, 
my fears anticipated the worſt that could 
happen ; and I briefly concluded that all 
of her mortal ſuffering was over. At 
one moment I was upon the point of 
ruſhing towards the door, and with 
 frantic-deſpair, of throwing myſelf on the 
* of Lord Denmore, This ſtep, 
mn my 


| * 
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my grief, my compunction, my affection, 
which, in ſpite of my refentment, til} 
lingered in my heart, ſuggeſted : but, 
when I was preparing to execute what 
my exceſſive ſorrow meditated, my 
pride, and the remembrance of Miſs 
CeciPFs formal meſſage from Lord Den- 
more, ſubdued the reſolution, and I ſtill 
watched and waited with the moſt reſt- 
leſs impatience... 
It was then that I queſtioned my mind 
on the variety of its ſenſations. It was 
during this ſhort period of hope and 
fear, that I dared tacitly to juſtify even 
the weakneſs of my nature. I inquired 
of my palpitating heart, what haſt thou 
done, poor ſenſitive trembler, to merit 
this inceſſant torture? Is not Lady 
Denmore unworthy of fuch a huſband ? 
Has ſhe proved her confidence in him, 
her friendſhip for me, by this raſh ſtep, 
which will ſtigmatize us both for ever ? 
4 J not entitled to her huſhand's 
© 2 _ eſteem, 
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eſteem, his protection? and ought I not 
to reſent the cruel ſuſpicions which carry 
with them an imputation that will deſtroy 
my fame? Alas, Frances! theſe were 
the pernicious, the deſtructive queſtions 
of a mind leaning towards error; for 
too well I know, that the woman who 
can once reaſon on the propriety of a 
paſſion, is at the ſame moment the ſlave 
of its dominion : we are ever ſeeking a 
pretext to ſanction even our follies, with 
the privilege of conſcience; and ſhe who 
endeavours to convince her judgment, 
that ſhe may, on any plea, violate the 
laws of prudence, will ſoon teach her 
boſom to reſiſt the WN * com- 
punction. y 
After waiting near twenty minutes, 
Mrs. Blonzely quitted the hall, and the 
door being cloſed, I flew to meet her. 
My inquiries were various and rapid. 
E demanded whether Lord Denmore 
was at home,” and how his wife had 
4 paſſed 
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paſſed the evening. Mrs. Blonzely was 
flow in her anſwers, and cautious in 
every word ſhe uttered. I perceived a 
total change in her manner ; ſhe ſpoke 
in an authoritative tone; took hold of 
my arm, as if to make me a priſoner; 
talked of the tricks and deceptions 
which were daily practiſed in this great 
metropolis; and concluded by ſignifi- 
cantly remarking, that /e was not eaſily 
deceived, either by the moſt ſpecious or 
the moſt daring impoſtor. I liſtened, 

but had not power to anſwer her : every 
faculty of my ſoul ſeemed to awake, as 
from a dream: I now perceived that 
the open candour of my mind had ex- 
poſed me to another trial; and I re- 
ſolved, on the firſt opportunity that 
ſhould offer, to ſeek a more fecure 
aſylum. 

We returned home. Mrs. Blonzely 
followed me to my apartment; where 
taking a chair without the ſmalleſt cere- 

. Mmony, 
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mony, ſhe ſeated herſelf oppoſite to that 
into which I had thrown myſelf; and 
looking ſtedfaſtly at me during ſeveral 
minutes, thus opened the ſubje& of 
converſation : 
ce I believe that you are a ſtranger to 
this part of the world; you ſeem wholly 
unacquainted with its 'people and its 
manners : yet your demeanour and your 
looks convince me, that you have been 
accuſtomed to the higher orders of 
ſociety. There is an air of faſhion 
about you, which places you, at the firſt 
glance, above the vulgar.” 
J do not know the criterion by 
which you judge of external character- 
iſtics,“ ſaid I, ſmiling. “ I have ſeen 
but little of the faſhionable world; and 
I have found few examples whom 1 
would wiſh to imitate. If, thercfore, 
you mean to compliment my manners 
or Pl perſon, you have * a mode 
of 
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of conveying your approbation, rather 
unfavourable to its purpoſe.” 

« Pardon me, young Lady,” ſaid 
Mrs. Blonzely. ] conceive that there 
is a ſomething undeſcribable about people 
accuſtomed to move in the exalted cir- 
cles of ſociety. Eaſe, mance; viva- 
city, politeneſs—" _ 

« Rather ſay affectation, a | 
inſolence, and effrontery,” interrupted I. 
ce Theſe, I have been told, are by ſome 
conſidered as the indiſputable traits of a 
modern education. From my own 
obſervation, I am ſorry to ſay, that 1 
have met with ſome examples too 
ſtrongly marked with unfavourable cha- 
racteriſtics. Yet the poiſon is not with- 
out its antidote ; and the arrogance of _ 
rank is eaſily chaſtiſed by the ſtern voice 
of Truth ; which, in defiance of oppreſ- 
fion, will ſpeak, and will be heard, even 
amidſt the chaos of noiſe and folly.“ 
| pg All 
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All are not what you n 
ai Mrs. lone. m 
No! Heaven forbid!“ ee E 
£ There are exceptions, where even an 
intercourſe with the baſe has not been 
able to contaminate the purity of virtue. 
Rank does not render its poſſeſſor vi- 
cious: but vice will at any time degrade 
nobility. The temptations are infinite ; 
and thoſe who ſoar above them by ſupe- 
riority of mind, have a double claim to 
our admiration.” Mrs. Blonzely was 
mute. Her opinions did not exactly 
coincide with mine upon this important 
ſubject: ſhe therefore changed it, to 
one more calculated to gratify her 
curioſity, 25 
How long have you been i in Lon- 
don?“ was her abrupt queſtion. 

« Only a few days.” 

How comes it that you are alin; 
and unprotected? Have you no ac- 
quaintance, no friend to take care of 
ty you? 
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you? There is ſomething peculiarly 
myſterious in your language and appear- 
ance. You talk highly ; but your con- 
duct feems bordering on degradation. 
You muſt forgive me if I conclude that 
fome imprudent ſtep, on your part, has 
reduced you to the neceſſity of ſeeking 
a protector.“ 

e can protect myſelf, and therefore 
want none,” ſaid I, with ſcorn, excited 
by her impertinent inuendoes. 

© That may be very heroic,” cried 
Mrs. Blonzely : but a lovely young 
woman, like yourſelf, ſhould not be 
permitted to run wild about the town, 
unſhielded from its temptations. And 

pray, ſince we have commenced the 
ſubject, what motive brought you to 
London? and whom do you ſeek? I 

wiſh to be of ſervice to you, if you 
will _ Ts? and tell me the real 
truth. BEET 

30 ® Do you dion my veracity . | 
5 cc Wh 7 
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« Why, to ſpeak plainly, I do not 
exactly believe you to be what you would 
wiſh to ſeem. The porter at my Lord 
Denmore's hinted OY which has 
awakened my ſuſpicion.” 
e Then you have betrayed me!“ ſaid 
I, unguardedly. Mrs. Blonzely ſmiled. 
« You are alarmed without a cauſe,” 
anſwered ſhe. © I gueſſed that you 
were of a different claſs from that which 
you pretended to be; and I am now 
convinced, that I was _ in A con- 
jectures.“ | | 
What 12 the purer ſay at Lord 
Denmore's, ” inquired I eagerly. | 
cc. Not Wed replied Mrs. Blonzely: 
-M he only told me, that Lady Denmore . 
was ſtill in great danger, and that my 
Lord was almoſt diſtra&ted.” 
Did he ſay nothing more? | 
] am not honoured with your eon- 
fidence,” cried Mrs. Blonzely ; ; * and 


e perhaps 


212 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


perhaps you will deem my converſaton 
impertinent.“ 
© O, no!“ interrupted 5 i T el 
me, I conjute you, tell me all that 
paſſed. L 
I do not feel ee to diſcover 
the ſecrets of Lord Denmore's family,” 
replied the artful Blonzely. “ There 
are events which, however natural in 
themſelves, may be productive of much 
_ reprehenſion.“ 
. ©, What events do you lade to,” 
ſaid I, „ Be explicit; let me know the 
worft, my patience is almoſt exhauſted 
by doubt and apprehenſion. Why, O! 
tell me why Lord Denmore's 333 
has augmented.“ 
Jou ſeem intereſted in this buſi- 
neſs,“ ſaid Mrs. Blonzely. I thought 
you were a ſtranger, and knew nobody 
in London; that the higher orders of 
fociety excited nothing in your boſom, 


— 
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but diſguſt. Whence ariſes this ſoli- 
citude — this eager anxiety reſpecting 
Lord Denmore? Ah, young deceiver! 
you cannot play on my credulity : I fee 
you, what you are; and 1 oy "0 
ſincerely.“ 

Then relieve my forrow,” ſaid V 
ce by unfolding, without reſerve, all that 
that an heard from Lord Denmore's 
1 e , e, 
4 You love Lord Deritnote* ſaid 
Mrs. Blonzely. © I perceive you love 
him; that is evident at leaſt, though you 
have not ſufficient reliance on my inte- 
grity to make the confeſſion. I bluſhed, 
and loft the clue of our converſation. 
She laughed, and bade me recollect | 
myſelf. 

c Did you hear nothing further ” 
1 I, heſitating between every word. 

cc Nothing very extraordinary, replied b 
"Mrs, Blonzely; „only that Lord Den- 
. more's 
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more's affition 3 in more 
cauſes than one. 
Did the — is bent in. 
quired I eagerly. © Was my abſence 
mentioned? Is Lord Denmore of- 
fended? Tell me; for I have now 
betrayed myſelf; and future concen- 
ment will be uſeleſs.” | 
ce J feel little gratified by a con- 
fidence that was in voluntary, ſaid Mrs. 
Blonzely ; “ particularly when I recol- 
IeR, that this is not the firſt time I have 
been obliged' to protect fugitive young 
ladies, who were tired of their homes, 
and weary of a guardian's authority. 
But ſince you are at laſt inclined to act 
candidly, I will inform you, that your 
friend, Lord Denmore, has been all the 
evening little better than a madman ; 
and has diſpatched meſſengers over half 
the town in ſearch of you; and my 
Lord's valet-de-chambre ſays, that if 


you 
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you are not found, God knows what 
what will be the conſequence.” 

e Does Lord Denmore wiſh me to 
return ?” ſaid I, with a faultering voice. 
c Wiſh it!” replied Mrs. Blonzely ; 
« why, he is almoſt out of his ſenſes. 
But I did not drop the lighteſt hint that 
I had you in my houſe; 5 becauſe I 
thought that this was the time for you to 
make your own terms; and, by what I 
hear, my Lord will not be able to exiſt 

without you.“ | | 
I ſunk into her arms. The joy which 
my heart felt almoſt amounted to agony. 
The conflict betwixt the conſcious tri- 
umph of innocence, and the affections 
which time and gratitude had implanted 
in my boſom, was undeſcribable. A 
profuſion of tears ruſhed from my eyes, 
and bore with them a part of the heavy 
load which hung upon my heart. I 
revived; but I continued to weep abun- 
dantly, Mrs, * endeavoured to 
ſoothe 
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foothe my diſtreſs, by aſſuring me, that 


Lord Denmore would © be brought to 


any terms ; for that his deſpair was 
terrible.“ | 

Her words rouſed me to a frown of 
n. « Brought to any terms! 
repeated I: © what terms can I propoſe 
to ſuch a being as Lord Denmore ? to 
my friend, my guardian, my protector?“ 
The woman ſhook her head, with a 


ſneer of incredulity. | 
« There is but one character more 


intereſting than all that you have men- 


tioned,” cried ſhe. He may be ſtill 


dearer to you, if you play-your cards 

wiſely.” I looked "_ and ſhud- 

cerned. ---: / 

e What character, woman!“ d I, 

with indignant rage. 

c Your lover, to be ſure!”. relied 

Mrs. Blonzely : „what elſe can he be, 

while Lady Denmore lives? and who 

— but, if you act prudently, and 
2 6 keep 
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keep up appearances with the world, 
ſome day or other you may be a 
counteſs. We have ſeen more extra- 
ordinary things happen, where the ob- 
ject had neither your youth nor your 
beauty to recommend her: and truſt 
me, young women may do what they 
will, if they determine to follow good | 
counſel.” | 

I was mute with aſtoniſhment : the 
whole countenance of my companion 
ſeemed. to aſſume a new expreſſion, . 
while my ſuſpicions were indubitably 
confirmed, and my terror became infi- 
nite. She perceived that ſhe had ven- 
tured too far on the ſubje&, and with 
an artful ſmile, taking both my hands 
in her's, exclaimed: * By Heavens! I 
do not wonder at Lord Denmore's 
anxiety : this lovely face would turn the 
heads of half the human race! But 
you muſt” not ſpoil it with tears: com- 
poſe your ſpirits, and endeavour to take 
VOL. I. 3 ſome 
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ſome reſt; in the morning we will con- 
trive a plan for your future advantage.” 
I I drew my hands from her's, and 
_ requeſted that ſhe would leave me. 
The night was far advanced; and I 
knew that, to eſcape at ſuch an hour, 
would be impracticable. I therefore, 
on her quitting the apartment, faſtened 
my door, and being little inclined to 
fleep, employed the filent hours in 
writing this long letter. Adieu. 


LETTER XXIV, 


The Same to the Same. 


Anal. 13, 1796. 
1 CONTINUED writing till day broke i in 
upon me. The wearineſs of my mind 
produced a laſſitude which would have 


* me to ſicep, had not fear, when 
I xecol- 


W : f 
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I recolle&ted my ſituation, kept me 
waking. I continued to indulge” myſelf 
in the ruminations of melancholy, till 
the ſun roſe; when, ſuppoſing that no 


ill could happen, my door being ſecured, 
and the ſtreets full of paſſengers, I threw 


myſelf upon the ſofa, My brain now 


ſeemed deadened by the unceaſing preſſ- 


ure of thought: I was ſcarcely mindful 


of preſent proſpects, or conſcious” of 
paſt ſorrows; while I felt a ſort of 
apathy which had neither hope nor fear 
to rouſe it from the torpor of affliction. 
In this ſtate I continued till a feveriſh 
lumber overpowered my ſenſes. 

J had not ſlept long when a tapping 
at my chamber-door awakened me; 
and immediately I heard Mrs. Blonzely's 
voice, calling me by my name, and 
inquiring how I had reſted. I roſe, and 
ſhe entered the room. On ſeeing me 


dreſſed, ſhe expreſſed her aſtoniſhment; 


reaaked the languor of my eyes, the 
L 2 pale- 
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paleneſs of my cheek; conjured me 

to take ſome breakfaſt in her apartment, 
and aſſured me that every thing in her 

ower ſhould be done, to render my 

tuation agreeable. I knew, that by 
addreſs alone I could eſcape from the 
fangs of the harpy ; therefore, with 
ſeeming readineſs, I conſented to accom- 
pany he. 

We deſcended to 1 firſt floor, 
which I found, to my infinite aſtoniſh- 
ment, fitted up with taſteful magnifi- | 
cence. The furniture was compoſed of 
blue ſilk and burniſhed gold; the glaſſes 
of large dimenſions; the cabinets richly 
decorated with Or molu; and the chimney 
adorned with laſtres, of peculiar ſplen- 
dour. Breakfaſt was ſerved. with a 
refinement of elegance equal to the 
apartment; and a domeſtic in a laced 
livery waited, with ceremonious reſpect. 
The change in appearance did not con- 
fine itſelf to the manſion only: Mrs. 

| 5 Blonzely, 


— 
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Blonzely, whom I had before ſeen in 2 
common cotton gown, with a ſtraw hat, 
whoſe figure was adorned with the 
decent plainneſs of honeſt induſtry, 
was now dreſſed in a cambric wrap, 
trimmed with fine lace; her head was 
encircled with a turban of embroidered 
muſlin ; and fhe affected all the elegant 
languor of a faſhionable petite maitreſſe. 
The ſervant was diſmiſſed as ſoon as 
the tea was made. I looked around me 
with mute aſtoniſhment; and trembled 
while I meditated the means of eſcaping 
from the abode of deception. Mrs. 
Blonzely was too deeply practiſed in the 
arts of her profeſſion not to obſerve the 
ſecret agitation of my mind. Fou are 
ſurpriſed, Miſs St. Leger,” faid ſhe, «ar 
finding yourſelf in theſe ſuperb apart- 
ments. But I muſt now be explicit. 
The occupation which I appear to fol- 
low ts a mere blind to my real fituation. 
I am the miſtreſs of this houſe, which is 
1 3 dedi- 


222 THE: FALSE FRIEND. 


dedicated to refined and elegant purſuits. 
Here the liberal and the enchanting 
only meet; every thing that ſecrecy can 
ſhield, and wealth procure, may be 
found beneath my roof. The occupa- 
tion which I pretend to follow autho- 
riſes the frequent viſits of females, 
whatever their rank in life may be; 
and the circumſpection which is ara 
by every individual in my family, renders 
them ſecure from the jealous eyes of the 
vulgar and ſuſpicious.” I trembled, 
and grew pale. She took my hand, and 
continued: 

e perceive that you are bead t 
you have nothing to fear, believe me. 
This is not the abode of conſtraint: 
here all is freedom, and voluntary enjoy- 
ment: I have a reputation to ſupport; 
and while you are under my protection. 
no danger can await you.” I breathed 
once more, without the interruption of : 


a fluttering heart. 7 
Aſſuring 
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Aſſuring Mrs. Blonzely that I was 
perfectly ſatisfied with her promiſe that 
EF ſhould be free from conſtraint, 1 
finiſhed my breakfaſt; and having ad- 
juſted my dreſs, I requeſted to know 
what I had to pay for my night's lodg- 
ing ; at the ſame time informing my 
hoſteſs, that I ſhould, without delay, 
return to Lord Denmore's. | 
will accompany you thither,” faid 
Mrs, Blonzely : “ perhaps it will be 
neceſſary that ſome perſon ſhould aſcer- 
tain where and with whom you have 
paſſed the night. I am no ſtranger to 
Lord Denmore, and he will rely on my 
veracity.” 


I knew not what to my; The idea 
of making Mrs. Blonzely my companion 
and my advocate was terrible ; and to 
incur her diſpleaſure, or provoke” her 
malevolence, was a no leſs dangerous 
experiment. I pauſed, and meditated. 

L4 Low 
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. You muſt decide quickly,“ ſaid | 
Mrs. Blonzely, i interrupting my reverie ; 
cc for I have an infinite variety of occu- 


Pations which claim my moments, and 


cannot loſe my time in unprofitable 
attendance. . I am ready to conduct you 
to any place you will name; but my 
apartments are engaged after this even- 
ing ; and by what I can gueſs from your 
manner and appearance, they would not 
Juit you, even were not that the ſtate of 
my arrangements. I know a friend near 


Town, who has a decent room to diſpoſe 


of; and, in caſe you do not keep your 


reſolution of returning to Lord Den- 
more's, perhaps, by my being ſecurity 


to pay the rent, ſhe will receive you as 


- 
2 
4 


her lodger.” My ſcorn was equal to 


the inſolence of my companion. I roſe 
abruptly, and was quitting the drawing 
room, when I heard a perſon aſcending 


te 2 whole tone of voice nearly 
wa Par annihilated 
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annihilated me. It was Sir en 


udoir hich Joined 
the apartment, and; locking the 2 
ſtood trembling like a culprit. ' Sir 
Hector aecoſted my hoſteſs with 1 
uſual tone of pompoſity. Well, 
 BlonzelyY” ſaid he, “ what is the news 
in the world of enjoyment? Have you 
received any anſwer from my divine 
Cleopatra? Have you preſented her 
the ſer of pearls, the heron's feather, the 
cabinet inlaid with the eyes of petrified 
ſerpents * ? Has ſhe accepted the palan- 
quin ſtudded with Ethiopsꝰ teeth; the 
moſt curious thing of the kind ever 
imported? I had two hundred black jaws 
ranſacked to find ivory of the moſt 
beautiful colour : the vagabonds little 
thought that they would arrive at the 
honour of embelliſhing the throne of the 
* whom I ſhould worſhip,” _ 5 
She refuſes them all, Sir Hector!“ 
| "8 ; 2 
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e What ſays ſhe to; the oriental 


ruby | continued Sir Hector. It 


belonged to Houlichumcory, the famous 


Princeſs of Chamnabar. It was a glo- 


rious ſpoil, though its colour. ſeems to 


bluſh for the manner of its capture. 1 
never ſleep well when it is on my finger. 


You may keep i it, Blonzely, yourſelf, if 
the divine Cleopatra ſhould refuſe to 
wear it. But what ſays the expreſs ob. © 
my heart i "tf 

e Sir Hector, you propoſe the bu- 
ſineſs too. abruptly,” replied - Mrs. 
| Blonzely. cc A woman of her rank is 
only to be won by attentions: you muſt 
gratify her vanity, if you would ſecure 
her heart. You muſt facrifice a favourite 
miſtreſs, or diſcard your wife. 
4 Impoſlible !” replied Sit Hector. 


« How am I to pay her public atten- 


. 
i 


tions, when my lady is ever at my | 


_ elbow. -. Now, if you would arrange a 


* ee for her alſo, I might 


ſettle 


9 | 
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fettle a coup de maitre. What ſay ben. 
ep delectable Blonzely ? 

That is ſcarcely practicable, replied 
my hoſteſs. © I have tried the experi- 
ment in ſeveralinſtances,andalwaysfound 
it fail. I was not long ſince offered a 
thouſand pounds to entrap the wife of a 
Biſhop ; but ſhe was too much accuſ- 

tomed to tranſlations, to be the dupe of 
an original.. 

* Good, Blonzely! Good!” i 
Sir Hector. | 
e Beſides,” continued the a 

dreſs, “ do not think you were horn to 
be honoured with the badge of infidelity. 
There are men whoſe very looks beſpeak 
the deſtiny that awaits them; who creep 
through life, and ſeem to bend beneath 
the weight of their domeſtic donations. 
But you, Sir Hector, have a command- 
ing look, that ſets all ſhame at defiance,” 
A 1 have ſmiled at any period when 
5 5 8 8 1 


— 


2283 THE FALSE FRIEND» 


my heart WAR leſs oppreſſed with ſor- 
row. 
Well, Blonzely.! tell my christ 

Cleopatra, ſaid Sir Hector, © that ſhe 
may ſcatter the treaſures of the eaſtern 
globe; tell her that I 10 her deciſion 
with prodigious patience.” 

_ « ] have my fears, notwichſtanding 
your perſonal graces, Sir Hector,“ inter- 
rupted Mrs. Blonzely ; © I have indeed 
my fears, that there is a rival in whe 
1 

4 Is it poſſible ?” . exchimed Sir 

Hector. Le | 
* Every things 1s poſible 1 an arts 
ful woman, rephed Mrs. Blonzely. 
« Why, do you know that ſhe has 
accompliſhed her purpoſe in Portman- 
ſquare ? that the whole family is thrown 
into confuſion by her contrivances. 
She has long been in love with Mr. 
Trevile, Who, we all know, was che 


93 | early 


— 
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early choice of Lady Denmore: and 
report does not ſcruple to hint, that to 
Miſs Cecil's journey with that gentle- 
man, Lord Denmore may attribute the 
raſh conduct of his wife. Indeed Miſs 
Cecil does not deny it; though ſhe 
wiſhes the affair to be kept a n 
ſecret.” _ 

* Blonzely, you alarm me proc. 
giouſly !” replied Sir Hector: © for of 
all the formidable coxcombs in the 
circles of refined ſeduction, I can think 
of none that equals this canting, con- 
ceited, clerical monopolizer. Why, do 
you know, that the fellow is eternally 
at my wife's elbow, when he is not 
making love to ' OY Ten Cleo- 
patra ? 5 : 74 7 r* 
„Would i it not be wiſe to a 
his attentions ? they may rid you of the 
one, and ſet you at liberty e we | 
other,” 3 Blonzely. 


% 


2 Why, 


- 


230 THE FALSE FRIEND. 


«© Why, that would be a dangerous 
experiment, replied Sir Hector: * for 
if Lady Upas were not my wife, I ſhould 
prefer her to Wr ber all 2 en 
to nothing.“ 
i poſible: Py erica Mrs.Blonzely. 

«Tis true,” replied Sir Hector: 
tc and I have often thought of provoking 
her to commit an infidelity ; with the 
hope that, after we were divorced, ſhe 
would conſent to live with me as my 
miſtreſs.” . 13 1 F 
„ How eccentric!” exclaimed Mrs. 
| Blonzely: © and yet you are looked 
upon by the world as pore more indifferent 
a huſbands.” + 

„The world judges rightly,” aid Sir 
Hector. « I reſpe& its opinions pro- 
digiouſly, becauſe" they oy” lean 
e vin ſtrongeſt,” - 

ge An excellent reaſon. / But ed 1 
one aſtoniſhment blended with its dif- 
11 4 tin  crimination,” | 


A 
* 
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crimination,” continued Mrs. Blonzely ; 
« for Lady Upas is unqueſtionably 
one of the brighteſt Jewels in m—_ 
poſſeſſion,” 

« And the deareſt I ever purchaſed!” 42 
ſighed Sir Hector: “ for I obtained 
her at the expence of my liberty. Lady 
Upas was one of thoſe unbluſhing adven- 
turers, who tranſport themſelves to Aſia 
with a determination to fell their cliarms 
to the higheſt bidder ; - and ſhe: has. 
returned, like ſome that I could name, 
to prove that gratitude and feeling were 
not among her dene een to * 
ferment. 77 

« At leaſt ſhe i is graceful to you,” 2 Sir 
Hector. MD 

.« I did, think laſt ebe * OR 
meant to reward me, ſaid. the nabob, 
ſighing ; © for, ſhe appeared to be in a 


gallopping n . 1 . fall 
lives!” -:. 3 | 3, 
* Qvinga apr care, Sir Hector 


cc Yes, 
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„ Yes, Blonzely, it was to my care, 
indeed l cried the nabob : but let us 
drop the ſubject ; it always makes me 
melancholy.” 
ĩ̃ ſuſpect that Miſs Cecil is fond of 
Lord Denmore,” faid Mrs. Blonzely ; 
<« and that the waits impatiently for the 
death of his wife, in the hope of wearing 
* coronet,”” 
% Prodigiouſly wicked!“ exclaimed 
Sir Hector. But you do not tell me 
what ſcheme I ſhall pg to obtain wy 
e e 
« ] have only tee thinds to recom- 
mend ; a divorce from Lady Upas, or a 
ſplendid ſettlement. Miſs Ceeil's beauty 
is on the wane: ſhe has tried all the 
allurements of the faſhionable world ; 
ſhe has been a zealous attendant at the 
faro-banks, a daily equeſtrian in Hyde-' 
Park, a conſtant viſitor at the Opera, 
and a demure coquette in the drawing- 


room at St. James's. She has an old 
"2px 7 N cbaperone 
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chaperone to ſet her off, a venal libeller 
to write for her, a favourite to excite 
the ſpirit of rivalry, and an effrontery 
to laugh at the world's opinion; and yet 
ſhe aims at the rank of Lord Denmore's 
wife, with all the aſſumed —— 

youth, innocence, and virtue.“ 2 


The concluſion of this intelligence 
ſtruck my heart with the force of elec- 


tricity, I now diſcovered the motive 
of my enemy; the cauſe of her malice 
in giving Sir Hector's gallant epiſtle to 
Mr. Treville, with her requeſt that he 
would ſhew it to my guardian; the 
malice of her coquetry with the clerical 
Adonis, and its effect on the mind 1 
the faſcinated Lady Denmore. 
While I was ſtill ſhuddering with 
horror at this combination of atrotities, 
Sir Hector roſe to depart, © To- 
morrow you ſhall ſee me again,” faid 


he; „ and, in the mean time, you 


oy a the diſdainful enchantreſs, that 


7 


F 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
' 
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Iam prodigiouſly diſpoſed to obey her 


commands: I therefore offer her carte 


Blanche, rather than purſue the plan of 
divorce; for if am ſacrificed a ſecond 
time, I am cen it thall be with- 
out benefit of clergy.” LO 
« And yet it will 10 a divine den- 


fice !” ſaid Mrs. Blonzely. 


Sir Hector ſighed deeply. « We 
are all the ſlaves of the delectable crea: 
tures,” ſaid he: © but I am determined 
to ſecure my triumph in this inſtance, if 
It is only to neee the nnn | 
Treville.” E 

I now waited for Sir He&or's e 


ture, while my boſom beat, and my 


ſenſes awoke from the er that N 
epprefied chem.: |; cp font 47s 
Sir Hector at length yy his n 1 


and Mrs. Blonzely, on my opening the 
door, gazed at me with 
erima. fr M hs Hz 
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met | „„ Heavens, 
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% Heavens, child!“ exclaimed ſhe, 
« were you concealed in the boudoir? 
thought you had aſcended 1 to Hog 
own apartment! Ee 28 

1 ſmiled, and was preparing to ex- 
plain, that in my haſte I had no other 
retreat by which I might avoid her 
viſitor, when ſhe interrupted me with 

c Well! I cruſt that your curioſity. 
has been amply gratified. You have 
heard the ſecrets of Lord Denmore's 
family; you have witneſſed Sir Hector's 
propoſal to Miſs Cecil: in ſhort, you 
fancy that we are all completely in your 
power. But mark me, young liſtener! 
if you divulge one ſyllable of what you 
have heard, I muſt in my own defence 
criminate you. I ſhall inform Lord 
Denmore that you met Sir Hector here 
by aſſignation; and that you paſſed a 
night in my houſe, for the nen o 
nnn gallantry. 333 

| 6c Are 
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„ Are you capable of uttering ſo 
infamous a falſchood ?” faid I. 
Keep my ſecret, and I will be 
as prudent as a matron,” replied Mrs. 
Blonzely. On your own taciturnity 
now depends your' reputation, The 
world looks only to appearances; and it 
is not the number of amours which 
ruin a woman's. fame, but the want 
of management in keeping up the forms 
of propriety. Why, there is the lovely 
Lady Oakland; ſhe was fuſpeRed, 
and driven from ſociety, for what the 
world believed her firſt and only error. 
She was, with all her beauties, virtues; 
and accompliſhments, deſerted by her 
aſſociates, and left to linger through 
a liſe of obſcurity; while ſome of her 
more artful intimates re vel in all the 
caprices of their fancy, ſporting and 
playing their gambols, like the monkey; 


while their huſbands, the dromedaries 
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of the group, are ſtill their public at- 
tendants, to the great entertainment of 
the laughing multitude. t. 

| I roſe to depart: Mrs. 3 
caught my arm: Let ſtay a moment 
longer, Miſs St. Leger,” faid ſhe: 
gravely; © and promiſe that I HOP 
depend on your diſcretion.” 

« Since I muſt be ſilent, at the 9005 
of my own reputation, I will,” anſwered 
I. « Yer I beg you, madam, to re- 
member, that an extorted promiſe ys 
without any violation of nenen 
broken.” _ | 

Mrs. Blonzely dai as 1 was 
preparing a reply, and, looking ſhrewdly 
in my face, with her eyes half cloſed, 
and a ſmile upon her lip, ſhook her 
head Ggnificantly ; again J turned to- 
wards the door, again ſhe detained me 3. 
Jou muſt not depart, ſo armed againſt ; 
me,” ſaid ſhe. *.I cannot truſt my; 
character to the mercy of a giddy. 


15 girl. 


4 
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girl. You muſt give me ſome ſecurity 
for that ſilence, for which I cannot 
rely either on _ diſcretion « or ou 
nature.” . $ | 
„ What ante can 1 offer, beyond 
my word of honour ?”” ſaid J. 

Mrs. Blonzely ſeemed to meditate for 
ſome moments; then ſmiling, as if ſhe 
was half in jeſt, replied :—« Give me 
your written engagement, to forfeit a 
ſum of money, if ever, through your 
means, the ys aaa of- Miſs Cecil 
ſhould be tarniſhed.” Tg 
-. «© Ridiculous !” exclaimed 15 « What 
engagement can I enter into, being 
under age, and Oy" IR on 
_ Denmore? | 

Truly note, that can be of; any 
pecuniary advantage to me; therefore, 
as it is my fancy, why will you refuſe to 

comply, knowing that you are beyond 
| che 2 oo laws? 24 aid Mrs. 

. CN 5 
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I cannot, I will not enter into ſuch an 
engagement,” faid IJ. Neither my 
fortune nor my conſcience will een 
uy proceeding.” * * 
« As to your Gaines! NG St. 

15 late, optdut; Mrs. Blonzely, cc the 
hazard will be on my ſide: and with 
reſpect to your conſcience, the ſooner it 
is releaſed from its burden, tlie better. 
So ſaying, ſhe rung the bell; a ſervant 
entered: Go, with my compliments 
to Lord Denmore,” ſaid Mrs. Blonzely, 
« and inform him, that I requeſt to fee 
him immediately. The barbarous au- 
dacity of my companion nearly over- 
whelmed me: I leant back in my chain, 
and ſcarcely able to utter the words, 
requeſted the ſervant to leave the room 
for a few moments. You may wait, 
ſaid Mrs. Blonzely: he retire. 
I now addreſſed my perſecutor eas- 

neſtly, and with impreſſive ſorrows 
« That you are determined to inſulg 
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and to diſtreſs. me, ſaid I, « is moſt 
evident. The requeſt which you have 
made, and the engagement which you 
wiſh to extort from me, are equally 
unreaſonable. Still I feel tremblingly 
fearful of loſing that reputation, which 
is dear to me as exiſtence, and which, I 
am farry to ſay, my preverſe fortune 
has placed within your power. Know 
then, I am a poor defence le ſs orphan 3 
a; dependant on the bounty. of one, 
whoſe. eſteem, moſt probably, I have 
forfeited for ever. I have been driven 
from the roof which ſheltered me, by 
Miſs Cecil's machinations ;—-I am re- 
duced to the wretched alternative of 
being either your dupe, or her victim.“ 
My agitation began to maſter the powers 
of ſpeech, and I was obliged to pauſe 
for a few moments. Mrs. Blonzely, 
© neither ſoftened by my words, nor im- 
preſſed by my ſituation, ſearched her 

n with a look of perfect 


bus . | indifference, 
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indifference. At length producing a 
ſmall ſtamped paper, ſhe wrote a few 
lines, and preſenting it to me, requeſted 
me to ſign it. I read the writing; 
it was a promiſe to pay two hundred 
pounds, without naming any con- 
ditions whatever. I threw the note 
upon the ground, and with the ſpirit 
of rouſed indignation, refuſed, on any 
pretext, to ſign lo inen an ex- 
tortion. | 
Mrs. Blonzely now bac out- 
P :—She had no idea of being 
inſulted by an inſignificant Miſs, who 
had neither fortune nor rank to authoriſe 
impertinence, when the firſt women in 
the kingdom were proud to call her 
friend, and ready to place their honour 
in ber hands. I heard her with ineffable 
contempt. She had carried inſult ſo 
far, that the ſenſe of mortification was 
loſt in the energy of reſentment. She 
waited for my anſwer ; but I was indig- 
. I. M nantly 
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nantly Glent, and ſhe _ addrefled 
me: 
« You may look 883 and affect 
the dignified impertinence of a woman 
of conſequence; but I am too much 
accuſtomed to the arts of the moſt 
accompliſhed of my own ſex, to be in- 
timidated by a mere novice. And ſince 
you are ſo powerfully guarded by what 
von call prudence, but what 7 conſider 
as mean, conte mptible circumſpection, 
J muſt briefly inform you, that you 
ſhall not quit my houſe till T am farisfied.” 
At this moment a loud knock at the 
ſtreet door interrupted the converſa- 
tion; and a ſervant ſoon after entered 
the room to inform Mrs. Blonzely, that 
Mr. Treviile was below, and wiſhed to 
ſee her. My terror was now complete, 
{I ſhook in every Joint, and- my heart 
beat- with the very exceſs of apprehen- 
fion. I knew that Mr, Treville would 
- Hot fail to report the circumſtance of 
my 
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my being at Mrs. Blonzely's, with all 
and more than the accuſtomed embelliſh- 
ments of a ſcandalous ſtory. I was alſo 
convinced, that Lord Denmore's pride, 
and auſtere ſenſe of honour, would 
never pardon my having paſſed a night 
under the roof of ſuch a woman. I 
therefore conjured Mrs. Blonzely to 
permit, that I might again conceal myſelf; 
and ſhe, dreading that I might diſcoyer 
the extortion ſhe had attempted to 
practife on my en W con- 
ſented. | 5 
Once more conſigned to the un- 
pleaſing occupation of a liſtener, I heard 
Mr. Treville, with light ſteps, aſcend 
the ſtairs to the drawing-room. The 
important converſation which followed, 
being too long for the extent of this 
letter, I ſhall defer communicating ir 
till the next poſt, when L will not fail 
to write again. — Adieu. 


M 2 
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LETTER XXV. 
The Same to the Same. 


dit 14, 1796. 

Tux abominable menaces which Mrs. 
Blonzely had uttered, in order to en- 
force my compliance, and to extort a 
pecuniary promiſe from me, under the 
penalty of a diſcloſure which would 
forfeit my reputation, had ſo entirely 
poſſeſſed my mind, that I was ſcarcely 
inclined to hear what paſſed between 
her and Mr. Treville. I did not in 
fact believe, that ſhe would ſpeak loud 
enough for me to gain much knowledge 
from my concealment; ſuppoſing that, 
though ſhe would feel little delicacy 
reſpecting any diſcoveries which might 
affect her own reputation, ſhe would at 
leaſt be guarded and tenacious of the 
| ſacred 
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facred character now entruſted to her 
diſcretion. It was as I imagined. Her 
voice was low and inarticulate ; ſne 
entreated Mr. Treville to depart; and 
ſaid ſhe had buſineſs. of the utmoſt 
Importance, n demanded her atten- 
tion. . | 

« What buſineſs can you have,” faid 
Mr. Treville, © of more importance than 
my happineſs? I have ſomething to 
communicate worth your bearing; ; fo 
make up your mind to give me one 
half hour, and I will depart to the 
moment.” I obſerved that Mr. Treville 
addreſſed Mrs, Blonzely in his uſual tone 
of voice; though ſhe repeatedly n 
him to ſpeak ſoftly. | 

« Why?” inquired Mr, T reville ear- 
neſtly.” _ & I hope we have no liſ- 
teners.“ 
„ O, no,” replied Mrs. Blonzely ; 
« only I am apprehenſive that ſome _ 
part of the family may overhear us; and 
My +, you 
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vou know I am particularly circumſpedt 
in whatever concerns the reputation of 
my houſe.” 
7 Tou are right,” anſwered Mr. Tre- 
| Ville murus æneus conſcientia ſana v. 
How do you ſuppoſe that I am con- 
ſidered as the very epitome of every 
moral virtue, but from the caution I 
adopt to keep appearances in my favour ? 
Well, but to buſineſs. I begin to be 
fatigued with. the eternal coquetry of 
Emma Cecil; and I am no leſs weary 
of her chains, than I am ſolicitous to 
wear thoſe of another object.“. 

« Indeed | and what has fo ſuddenly 
a your opinion? I believed that 
your captivity was at leaſt certain for a 
few weeks; for the world has whiſperers, 
who have buzzed it about, that you were 
Miſs Cecil's companion from Denmore 


NE 
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« And therefore I am cured,” ſaid 
Mr. Treville. © The thing has been 
known juſt ſix days; it has only 
three more, before it will ſink- into 
oblivion. I have of courſe ſelected a 
new object for conqueſt; and who do 
you ſuppole is the favoured mortal?“ 
«© Heaven knows!“ erles Mrs. 
Blonzely. 
. © The cha aide; of ken 
Denmore; — the Ry Gertrude St. 
n,, au ry 25 ö 
* Impoſſible ps exclaimed: Mrs. 
| Blonzely : cc you cannot mean aur _ 
uk”. <= 
1 do ede aca Mr. Tre- 
wile; 3 < and J will briefly tell you my 
motive. I arn convinced that Deamore 
loves her; and I have not forgot the 
trick he played me with Lady Harriet 
Langton. * Revenge is ſweet, Blonzely ; 


and the little Gertrude ſhall be mine.” 
; M4 * Do 
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* Do. you think that Lord Denmore 
really loves her?“ 
He adores her,” replied Mr. Tre- 
ville : © the fellow is quite a fool about 
| her: he talks of nothing elſe; and 
ſhould Lady Denmore die, it is the 
chance of ten to one, that he would 
marry her. I know that Emma Cecil 
looks with eager eyes for the hatch- 
ment: but the arms of Lord Denmore 
are deſtined for the pretty Gertrude.“ 

« How do you Know | it! 2 8 
Mrs, Blonzely. 
He told me ſo. He has the oft 
implicit confidence in me ; and he de- 
clared, only this morning, that if Lady 
Denmore ſhould expire, he would de-- 
vote his days and his fortune to Miſs 
St. Leger.“ Judge, Frances, Jugge 5 
what were my ſenſations. 
Now my charming, intelligent 
Blonzely, yo” mut undermine the 
— — | citadel, 
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citadel, before I can claim the honours 
of victory,“ continued Mr. Treville. | 

« You alarm me By what means?“ 

« By ſetting the malevolent and cu- 
rious at work. Only throw a light 
ſhade on her reputation, and the taſk 
will be more than half accompliſhed.” 

« cannot indeed, Mr. Treville, I 
cannot think of it,“ ſaid Mrs. Blonzely. 
« am too ſincerely Miſs Cecil's friend, 
to aſſiſt in ſupplanting her. Beſides, 
I ſhould be liable to a proſecution, for 
aiding in the ſeduction. | | 

« Ridiculous !” exclaimed Mr. Tre- 
ville. Pl ſwear ſhe ſeduced me; 3 
that ſhe was in love with me; and that 
ſhe employed you to make overtures of 
capitulation.” 

« Will it be believed?“ 

« Unqueſtionably,” replied Mr. Tre 
ville. © The influence I hold in the 
circles of haut ton, will give authen- 


| ticity t to the report; for the old motto, 
1 d 


2 
"4 2 * 5 
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« -vincit. veritas, is totally. out of 
faſhion. Come, come, none of your 
ſqueamifh ſcrupuloſity : I am determined 
to attempt the victory; if I fail, the girl 
is Denmore's, and LI ſhall, for. a few 
hours, wear the willow,” 

« What will Lady Denmore or pe 
inquired Mrs. Blonzely. 
% A great many things,” replied 
Mr. Treville: but ſhe deſerves to feel 
ſome compunction for having rẽſiſted 
my power with ſuch gothic frigidity. 
She has fanned the flame till i It is extin- 
guiſhed.” _ 
c We will talk of this buſineſs another 
time,” ſaid Mrs. Blonzely. Perha 8 
the events of twelve hours may change 
your opinion: for, if I am not miſin- 
formed, the young lady is off, She has 
eloped from Lord Denmore's protection, - 
and has left no account whatever of her 
future intentions. —1 began to tremble. 
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c T will inſtantly haſten to Portman- 
ſquare,” ſaid Mr. Treville. „ "The 
report muſt be falſe ; for ſhe ſeemed the 
moſt innocent and diſcreet of mortals. 
However, what you tell me is by no 
means unfavourable to my plan. I will 
take care that the elopement ſhall be no 
ſecret; that it ſhall compoſe a topic for 
polite converſation ;; fill the daily papers 
with conjectures, furniſh a ſubje& for 
, advertiſements and hand- bills, and adorn 
the windows of every print- ſnop from 
Cheapſide to Bond- ſtreet. If ſhe has 
eloped with any thing male, in the faſhion- 
able world, he ſhall be ſoon weary of 
che conqueſt, by its not̃oriety. If ſhe is 
ſentimentally and romantically diſpoſed, 
her reputation being gone, ſhe will ſoon 
be glad to find a friend and a protector. 
In ſhort, Fe vive en eſpoir ; and ſucceſs 7 
muſt ultimately crown my wiſhes,” As - 
he ſpoke, a carriage * at the . 
' door, 


$ 


1 
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.- « Miſs:Cecil ! by all that is unlucky ! 
exclaimed Mrs. Blonzely. < You muſt 
abſolutely depart: for your meeting at 
this hour in the day would injure the 
reputation of my houſe,” e 
And the purity of my character,” 
added Mr. Treville with affected irony. 
ct T herefore,” continued he, „ will 
make my retreat to the ſecond floor; 


„ _ await Miſs Cecil's entrance. into this 


room, and Sense 1088 all N Il 
dition.“ | 
- <« You will be finely ſcandalized,” 
-faid Mrs. Blonzely, if Miſs Cecil's 
carriage ſhould be obſerved at the door 
when you depart.” q 
Mr. Treville laughed. « Fear not 
: * malice of the world,” faid he, but 
depend upon my word, that the ſanctity 
of my function will blunt the ſhafts of 
. Every man may be what 
he will, by ſeeming to be what he is 


3 . I. is yaly 7s canglour and 10 
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that we involve ourſelves in difficulties 
with the cenſorious and ſevere. ' If we 
confeſs one fault, the world will attri- 
.bute many to our account; but to be 
unſuſpected, we muſt aſſume the appear- 
ance of perfection.“ So ſaying, he 

aſcended to my apartment; and Mrs. 
Blonzely having been denied to Miſs 
Cecil, ſoon after knocked at the Soudoir 
door, to tell me that all was ſafe, and 
her viſitors departed. 33 
I now truſt,” ſaid the, that you are 
convinced of mydiſcretion ; and I relyon 
your generoſity not to refuſe that, which 
I ſhall enforce, if you continue obſtinate. 
Your fame and your perſon are in my 
hands: I have no time to trifle ; ſign 
the engagement, or _— the welt. 
that can happen. 2 
The inſlent. and menacing tone in 
which ſhe fpoke, convinced me that ſhe 
vas in earneſt, My ſituation became 
every moment more and more irkſome; 
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the anxiety of my mind at the ſame time 
rendering me leſs capable of exerting 
my fortitude. Mrs. Blonzely had pro- 
miſed that, on my compliance, I ſhould 
be at liberty to depart; and the hor- 
.rors of my. captivity, the fears that I 
ſhould be for ever loſt in the opinion 


of Lord Denmore, were he to know 


that I had flown to ſuch an aſylum, 
intimidated me to obey her injunctions. 
The note was ſigned, and I was 


immediately permitted to take * | 


leave. 
"Thus eſcaped Gow the power of 


Mts. Blonzely, I haſtened along the 
ſtreer, without knowing whither I was 


going. I now recollected my raſh con- 
duct, in abſenting myſfif from Lord 
'Denmore's protection, before I had 
vindicated myſelf,” or convinced him of 
his unjuſt determination to deſert me. 1 
purſued my way ſcafcelyin my ſenſes: my 


heart beat, and my cheek Was burning 
2 1 with 


P | 


THE. FALSE FRIEND. 255 
with the agitation of my mind. Every 
| perſon I met, looked with aſtoniſhment 
at my wild and diſtracted appearance: 
but their remarks produced little effect 
upon my feelings; deep and diſaſtrous 
ſorrow filled my heart too amply, for 
any trifling event to awaken its atten- 
tion. I was now abandoned to rely on 
an unfeeling world for ſupport; to form 
new connections, to ſeek new friends. 
I had only to look forward with fear, or 
to periſh with diſgrace. I knew that I 
had little to expect from the broad 
circle of ſociety: the. exalted were too. 
proud, the unfeeling too ſelfiſh, the 
- oftentatious too arrogant, and the illi- 
beral too ſevere, to afford me conſola- 
tion. Alas, Frances! how dreadful is 
that woman's fate who is born to de- 
pendence ; who is obliged to endure the 
infolence of ſcorn, or the . overbearing 
pride of upſtart inſignificance. How 
wounding to . the ſoul which is either 

ſuſtained 
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ſuſtained by rectitude, or ennobled by 
genius, is that mental ſlavery which is 
obliged to reſign its opinions to igno- 
rance or folly. Envied muſt be the 
pooreſt peaſant of the moſt barren ſoil, 
whoſe days are dedicated to labour, but 
whoſe will is free, when placed in com- 
petition with - 'the ' moſt favoured or 
dependents. I ficken at the proſpect 
before me It muſt be brightened, or 
1 muſt periſh ! | 
: -1 ſoon found myſelf in Groſvenor- 
8 but the mental fatigue to which 
J had been expoſed, with the want 
of reſt and the fever which had been 
produced by anxiety, ſo far overcame 
my ſtrength, that I fell upon the threſh- 
old-of a door and fainted. 
On recovering from my ſtate of zi 
Gbiliry, I found myſelf in a concert- 
room full of company; while every 
individual was earneſtly engaged in en- 
deavouring to revive me. I ſeemed to 
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awake as from a dream; all objects 
appeared to my diſordered fancy as mere 
viſionary beings, till, to my infinite 
conſternation, on glancing my eyes 
around the attentive group, I perceived 
Lord and Lady Melcomb, Sir Hector 
and Lady Upas, with many others, 
to whoſe perſons I was an entire 
ſtranger. My ſituation . was diſtreſſing 
in the extreme; I endeavoured to riſe, 
but I was ſtill too feeble; therefore 
placing my feveriſh hands before my 
eyes, I ſunk upon the pillow of the 
 fofa, not daring to encounter the in- 
quiſitive gaze of my ſurrounding at- 
tendants. The ambiguous and ſevere 
comments of ſome, and the kind 
aſſiduities of others, marked the various 
diſpoſitions of the human heart; while 
my cheek was fluſhed with confuſion, 
and my mind was no leſs diſordered, 
a than my outward n „ 
en 2 Inow 
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I now found that the houſe into 
which I had been conveyed, while in a 
Nate of inſenſibility, was Lord Mel- | 
comb's. The lovely, Lady Upas aſ- 
ſiſted me to riſe, and, with the moſt 
tender concern led me to an adjoining 
apartment, followed by Lady Melcomb, 
Whoſe ſilence gave little promiſe of 
either ſympathy or pity. The amiable 
delicacy with which Lady Upas ex- 
preſſed her anxiety for my ſituation, 
and my removal from the inquiſitive 
gaze of thoſe whom I had left in the 
concert-room, contributed to reſtore 
me. I thanked her; and having ad- 
juſted my dreſs, which had been de- 
ranged during my illneſs, I eee 
e to take my ma ants 

Lady Upas, after a pauſe of forte 
moments, during which ſhe evidently 
wiſhed to communicate ſomething of 
importance, that weighed heavily on her 
55 = mind, 
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mind, conjured me to conſider what 
I was doing: to loſe ncłhing of that 
rectitude which gave me every claim to 
protection from feeling minds; and 
to ſuſtain my fortitude by the con- 
ſciouſneſs of innocence. 
c am not one of the cli 
believe me,” ſaid ſhe, with a gentle 
ſmile. © I draw my concluſions of 
guilt, from the character of the accuſer. 
You ſeem to have no enemy but Emma 
Cecil; and I know her veracity too 
well, to condemn you upon its evidence; 
She- is one of thoſe buſy reſtleſs ſpirits 
which roam abroad for miſchief. Envy 
is her leading vice; and the propagation 
of ſcandal the favourite pleaſure of her 
heart, In all ſocieties ſhe muſt be the 
prominent character. Her opinions are 
deſpotic ; her manners overbearing ; her 
temper violent; and her vanity 'in- 

ſatiable. To theſe qualities ſhe adds a 
volubility of ſpeech, almoſt unequalled ; 
; | e 5 | | | and 
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and an arrogance of tone, that overrulss, 
what her affected eloquence cannot 
perſuade : ſhe is as falſe as ſhe is cun- 
ning; as mean as ſhe is arrogant; as 
vicious as ſhe is vain; and as proud as 
ſhe is malevolent. Shall a being of 
your order be ſtigmatized by a woman 
of this deſcription ?—Heaven forbid !” 
I thanked her with a full ts and 
again propoſed going. Y 
„„ Whither would you fly, my _ 
child?” faid Lady Upas: “ Stay, I 
- conjure you, ſtay ; and reflect that 
this deſpondency is unwarrantable. 1 
have heard of Lord Denmore's unkind- 
neſs; and I am happy that fate has led 
vou to a friend and an aſylum.“ I 
anſwered her with tears. C 
„ For your conduct at Danese 
Caſtle, when Sir Hector dared inſult 
E by his abrupt and unauthoriſed pro- 
poſals, I am bound to eſteem you. 
Shes has. nee avowed his folly, and 
profeſſed | 


«#45 
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profeſſed to feel ſincerely penitent. 
You ſhall in your turn have cauſe 
to triumph over Emma Cecil; ſhe - 
ſhall feel and confeſs your ſuperior 
virtues. Even the libertine Sir Hector 
| ſhall be taught to reſpect you as my 
friend, and the protege of Lord Den- 
more.“ At the concluſion of her words 
my bofom throbbed with agony. 

„ am no longer honoured with 
that title,” ſaid I: „ my fate is de- 
d „ 
„ You ſhall return with us to Hil- 
ſtreet; you ſhall be reconciled to your 
guardian; his mind is ſoftened by af- 
fliction, and he will, he ſhall yet be 
convinced of your claims upon his 
kindneſs.“ | : 
e Indeed I. am innocent of every 
crime which calumny has invented to 
deſtroy me, faid I. If my indignant 
heart could not endure reproaches 
which it did not merit, Lord Denmore 
PET ſhould 
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ſhould reſpe& its firmneſs, rather than 
condemn it: he ſhould recolle& that he 
taught me to be proud, by honouring 
me with his friendſhip; and he knows, 
if he will aſk his heart, that I have 
never provoked either his reſentment, E 
or Lady Denmore's jealouſy.” 
Lady Upas now took my hand, and, 
with a look of the deepeſt melancholy, 
inquired, „Do you not know that 
Lady Denmore is 15 
« What?” ſhricked fa Os * on 
| her arm. | 
e Dead!” ſighed Lady Upas. She 
expired not FRAME an hour Fele we : law 5 
you.“ 4 71 Wo DD | | 
My ee was now the to a 
climax. I had not power to utter 
the ſenſations that thronged rapidly on 
my mind; all the bonds of nature were 
burſt e and IT was wretched; 
1 had no ſource of confolation ; no hope 
* time would ä my anguiſh. 
| 
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Every proſpect of repoſe ſeemed to 
terminate at the tomb of Lady Den- 
more, and I gave myſelf up to un- 
governable deſpair. 

Lady Melcomb, who had witneſſed 
the ſcene with evident /ang froid, and 
who was as ſceptical of my innocence, 
as ſhe was aſtoniſhed at Lady Upas's 
liberality, took her ſeat at the piano- 
forte, and began to play. I threw my- 
ſelf upon the ſofa, and, nearly ſuffocated 
by my tears, anticipated all the forrows 
which I was doomed to encounter ; Lord 
Denmore's hate, the world's ſuſpicions, 
the Ducheſs of Aldborough's diſtreſs, 
the memory of the raſh victim, and, 
Oh, Frances i the pang of ſpurned affec- 
tion !—more agonizing than guilt, more 
terrible than madneſs. I was now the 
molt forlorn, the moſt hopeleſs of mor- 
tals; for the completion of Lord Den- 
more's ſorrows was the fiat of my de- 
"ot — 
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As ſoon as! was capable of ſpeaking, 


I again entreated Lady Upas to accept 
my thanks for her kindneſs, and to ſuffer 
me to depart. I preſſed her hands, I 
bathed them with tears; for I had been 
ſo little accuſtomed to the ſympathy of a 
gentle nature, that it ſeemed like. the 
pity of a deſcended angel. She wiſhed 
me to compoſe my ſpirits, and to accept 
an apartment at her houſe, till the firſt 
impreſſion of grief ſhould be effaced 
from Lord Denmore's mind. I heard 


her with grateful reſpect ; but mine was 


a ſpecies of diſtraction which - reaſon 
could not cure. Prefuſed her kind and 
generous offer; and propoſed, without 


heſitation, to throw myſelf at the feet of 


my guardian, to implore his friendſhip, 
and inſtantly to ſet off for Ireland. 


Lady Upas, finding that I s deter- 
mined in my plan of proceeding, re- 
- queſted that I would wait a few moments, 


and ſhe would accompany me to Port- 


than a quarter of an hour we haſtene: 
thither in her carriage her heart firmly 
prepared to ſympathize, and mine — 
PR with undeſcribable emotions. 
Where fhall 1 find” language to 5 
lineate the conflicts of my ſoul, as k 
approached the houſe of mourning? 
How ſhall I paint the wild diſtraction 
which poſſefſed my mind, and which 
even the amiable conſolations of Lady 
Upas could not tranquillize ? There is 
an extreme of grief which deadens the d 
faculties, and, like a ſevere blow, be- 
numbs that on which it is inflicted: bue 
the hour which was to take from me the 
ſenſe of miſery, had not yet arrived. 1 
looked forward to its approach with 
deſperate courage, as the martyr beholds 
the .kiggling flame an is dh eh; to 
conſume him. 
On the porter's open 1 
were informed, that Lord Denmore Had, 
vol. 64. only 
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only a few minutes before, ſet out for 
the Caſtle. Lady Upas aſſiſted me in 
deſcending from the carriage, and we 
were ſhown up ſtairs to the drawing- 
room, where we found Miſs Cecil diſ- 
playing all the outward ſemblance of 
oſtentatious ſorrow. At the fight of 
me ſhe roſe from her ſeat, and with a 
look of horror, blended with aſtoniſh- 
ment, inquired, what brougnt me thi- 
ther? Is it not ſufficient,” ſaid ſhe, 
« that you have been the cauſe of Lady 
Denmore's death ; but you muſt inſult 
her family, by daring to juſtify your 
conduct? The Ducheſs of Aldbo- 
rough 1s miſtreſs of this houſe; and in 
her name I command your inſtant 
departure.“ 
cc will ſee the Ducheſs,” faid Lads 
Upas; and Miſs St. Leger ſhall be 
heard before ſhe is condemned: I will 
then accompany her to Denmore Caſtle, 
n her 3 * be her judge; 
for 
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for I know the envy of my own ſex tos 
well, to hope that, from your candour, 
ſhe will receive her acquittal.” Miſs 
Cecil grew pale, and rung the bell. 
« Order my carriage,” ſaid ſhe, as 
the ſervant entered the room : © I cannot 
remain under the ſame roof with Lord 
Denmore's miſtreſs ; even though ſhe 
is protected by the kind and condelcend= 
ing Lady Upas.” 25 

Miſs Cecil abruptly Sunn; and 
Lady Upas begged permiſſion to ſpeak 
with the Ducheſs of Aldborough. She 
was requeſted to attend in her chamber, 
and I was left alone in the drawing- room, 
to indulge thoſe ſorrows which now 
ſeemed incurable. 

Every object around me augmented 
my diſtreſs; over the ſofa hung Lady 
Denmore's picture. The ſcreens which 
ſtood near the chimney were of her 
work. A ſmall table placed in the 


middle of the room was covered with - 
N 2 ſcraps 
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ſcraps of paper, as. if torn and recently. 
ſcattered; I looked earneſtly at them, and 
I- diſcovered the hand- writing of Lord 
Denmore: my eyes were faſcinated by an 
1gftinctive s curioſity 3 and, in turning 
over the fragments, I perceived my 
own name in ſeveral places. I gathered 
the whole of the torn papers, and fold- 
ing them in the cover of a letter, haſtily 
fecured them. 10 this time Lady De 
returned. 
She informed me, Pa the Dycheſs- 
would conſent to ſee me in a few hours; 
that her regret was infinite, but that ſhe. 
imputed no blame to. me. I was there- 
fore requeſted to wait patiently till the 
evening. Lady Upas returned home 
to dinner, and I retired to my chamber. 
My firſt thoughts were directed to 
the ſcraps of torn paper, which I had 
gathered from Lord Denmore's writing- 
table. With nice and laborious care 


I 188 885 them on Fo * and, after 
near 
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near an hour's incelſant attention, 1 read 
theſe OT, ai 

„ am wild with apprebention 3 An 
i this letter ſhould not find you ſpeedily, 
my adored Gertrude, my fate will be 

decided. Fhe weight of forrow which 
now hangs about my heart, muſt break. 
it; I am no mere the ſtern, the philo- 
ſophic Denmore. Deareſt Gertrude 
darling of my conſcious, aching boſom |! 
I will no longer ſee thee driven to deſpair 
and frenzy; but I will avow myſelf, 
in the face of God and man, thy 

The precious morſel which ſhould 
n terminated the ſhort letter, was not to 
be found. I returned to the room which 
IJ had laſt quitted; I ſearched every 
corner; no relic remained to clucidate 
the concluding-ſentence. I could not 
reſtrain the tears that marked my diſ- 
appointment; my ſoul was agonized, 
my ſenſes tortured by Rs, I 


SPE the precious, the important 
v3. fragments 
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fragments in my pocket-book, and 

reſigned myſelf to defpair. | 
Adieu! 1 will reſerve the concluſion 

of my letter for the next poſt. | 


LETTER XXVI. 
| The Same to the Same. 


| Auguſt 235 1796. 

Hana advanced, and the encroach- 
ment of darkneſs threw an undeſcribable 
melancholy over the apartment. I had 
been more than three hours writing my 
laſt letter, when -I received a meſſage 
from the Ducheſs, to attend her in her 
chamber. I followed her woman, till 
we reached the ſecond floor; when ſne 
ſtopped abruptly, and pointing towards 
the door of the front room, with a ſigh 
exclaimed, © Alas! there lies the corpſe 
3 G " 


. 
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of poor Lady Denmore!” I felt an 
impulſe, which frequently pervades the 
human mind, to behold that which 
would agonize my ſenſes. I looked at 
Mrs. Sewell with an inquiring ſolicitude. 
She underſtood the expreſſion of tny 
features; and, opening the __ we 
entered the chamber. | 

On the bed lay the once lovely 147 
Denmore. Her countenance was ſerene; 
her features, though pale, not ghaſtly. 
Her night - cap was trimmed with a roſe- 
coloured riband, which threw a faint 
reflection on her cheek through the thin 
laced border; and a ſmile was impreſſed 
on her fixed lip, which, even in death, 
ſeemed to mock the anguiſh of my 
boſom. I leaned on Mrs. Sewell's arm; 
She wept violently ; but my ſorrow had 
exhauſted the ſource of tears, and 1 
looked intently on the object before me 
without the ſmalleſt viſible emotion. 

fs N 4 1. touched 
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I touched her hand; it was cold, 
but not deathly; the arm liſtleſs; the 
bed- clothes ſtill covered the body; 
and ſhe ſeemed rather lee ping than 
dead. 
. « My Lady was — ſaid Mrs. 
Sewell, with a deep ſigh. 2 

e Was!” exclaimed IJ. Oh ! ſhe 
is ſtill beautiful: her ſerenity of counte- 
nance proves that the ſoul, ST, 
is now happy.” 
* My Lady was of a Jealous temper,” 
Laid Mrs. Sewell, “and apt to be too 
haſty. But I am ſure my Lord loved 
her better than his life. For when 
Miſs Cecil told him that my Lady was 
dead, he fell ſenſeleſs on the carpet; 
and then Miſs Cecil endeavoured to 
perſuade him, that my Lady was out of 
her ſenſes; and ſhe faid ſomething about 
Mr. Treville, my Lord's friend, whom 


he conſults on all occaſions.” I was 
S oiate 4 5 2 rapt 


-THE FALSE: FRIBND. 7 
-rapt in a mournful reverie, when 
Mrs. Sewell, catching my arm haſtily, 
reminded me that the Mpeg was 
waiting to receive me. 

« One moment more,“ faid I, * and 
we will attend her. Did Lord Denmore 
mention my name after the death of 
this raſh victim?“ 

„ O yes, ſeveral times,” anſwer 
Mrs. Sewell; „and he begged the 
Ducheſs, if you ſhould return, to receive 
and to protect you. He ſhed. tears 
when he talked about you, and fad 
he would give a thouſand. guineas, to a 

be aſſured that you were ſaf. 

« Generous |: generous angel “ ex- 
claimed IJ. Did he vane” of returning, 
to London ?” 

Fes, as. ſoon: as the ener is over,, 
my Lord will certainly be here, replies 
Mrs. Sewell. “ He faid that he ſhould 
not reſt ſatisfied till yqu were found 


and that no power on earth ThouldYercen 
. x. * from. 
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from his vengeance, any perſon who had 
done you wrong.” 
The twilight was fo far advanced, 
that every object became obſcured ; 
and a thrilling horror chilled my 3 
as I walked ſlowly round the bed, where 
I could faintly diſtinguiſh the form. of 
Lady Denmore. Mrs. Sewell was little 
more courageous than myſelf. Her 
arm, which I held within mine, trembled:; 
and ſhe cloſed the door after us, as if 
fearful of the ſound which it would 
occaſion. We paſſed through Lady 
Denmore's dreſſing- room, beyond which 
was the Ducheſs's chamber; two lights 
ſtood on a table near the bed. As 
ſoon as I beheld the amiable woman, 
fupported by pillows, with a book. of 
devotion open before her, I fell upon 
my. knees, and hid my face in the 
curtains: ſhe deſired me to riſe, and to 
be compoſed. * There is a divine 
OW: ſaid ſhe, raiſing her languid 
; = eyes, 


4 ; — 
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eyes, © who will ſupport the innocent =: 
who has given me fortitude in the mo- 
ment of trial, and to whom all hearts. 

are open. If you are guiltleſs, my 
child, you will conquer your deſpair b 
E could only anſwer, “ am guiltleſs. 
TI roſe from the ground, and feating: 
myſelf on the ſide of the bed, took 
the hand of this excellent woman, which 
I prefſed to my feveriſn forehead. 
« Alas! Gertrude, I pity you ?* ſaid 
the Ducheſs. You have drawn upon 
yourſelf a ſtigma which, perhaps, you 
do not merit. Where have you been, 
and why did you quit the protection of 
Lord Denmore ?” IL was preparing 
to explain my, conduct, wlien ſhe in- 
terrupted me, This 1s not the time 
for an ecclairciſſement, ſaid ſhe ; only 
aſſure me that you have not diſgraced 
yourſelf by any indiſcreet. action; and 
F will await a leſs melancholy hour: 
for your exculpation.” My. ſolemn 
nals N 6 aſſurance 
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aſſurance that I was innocent of any im- 
propriety, and my return under the pro- 
tection of Lady Upas, ſatisfied her 
mind; and the ſubject was deferred for 
a future converſaticg. 

1 remained with the Ducheſß. | She 
continued religiouſly reſigned to the 
misfortune which had deprived her of 
an only child; but her ſerenity was 
marked by. 2 ſilent ſenſibility, which 
all her fortitude could not conceal. She 
frequently dropped a tear upon her book 
of devotian, and pauſed to figh, while 
ſhe implored Heaven for ſtrength to- 
bear its difpenſations patiently. The 
purity of | her life diveſted the cloſing. 
hour of all its terrors; and though 
ſixty · four years had paſſed fince ſhe firſt 
breathed in a world of ſorrow, though 
ſickneſs had wearied every ſenſe during 
à tedious period of time, her ſtrength 
of mind was not impaired; and her un- 
2 n * its faculties, 

8 4 even 
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even in the winter of her days, wich 
all the luſtre of youth, and all the 
graceful meekneſs of conſcious rec- 
ritude. | 
It was paſt two W W Mrs. 
Sewell retired to reſt, by order of the 
Ducheſs, who requeſted: that I would 
continue with her another hour. L 
have a taſk for you to perform, ſaid 
ſhe, © a facred taſk, which I would 
not confide to any other being.” 
bowed a filent Wen and the con- 
tinued: 
476 Gertude, E rely on your iti 3. 
I depend on your fidelity. You muſt 
promiſe me that you vill fulfil my 
commands.“ * 
cc Moſt readily,” ſaid. L * Diſpoſe 
of me as you think proper; [ am 
bound to obey you.“ | 
Then, faid the Ducheſs, « e taks 
theſe keys; in my daughter's chamber 
you will find a writing-table ; - it has 
15 : 34 _ ſeveral 
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ſeveral ſmall drawers.” I began to 
ſhudder. “ Open them all, and bring 
me every paper, and whatever you 
may find in them, without delay.” | 
In Lady Denmore's chamber: * ſaid 

J, faintly. 
& In the receſs —_ her bed. 
Before ſhe expired, ſhe requeſted that 
I would, immediately after her death, 
open the papers I mention; and when E 
had reſcued your name from every im- 
Pin, conſign them to eternal obli- 


vion.“ She held forth her hand; I. 


took the . but I ſhivered. with. 
terror. 

Will not: to-morrow be fafficiently: 
early for ſuch an inſpeRion ?” ſaid I. 
To- morrow, Gertrude, I may be 
with my child in Heaven!“ ſaid the 
Ducheſs, with a ſaint-like ſmile. © Go, 
and obey my orders. I am impatient 
to fulfil the requeſt of my dear loſt 
girl: I am alſo anxious to ſee you 
6 reinſtated 
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| reinſtated in Lord Denmore's favour.” 
This idea fortified my boſom; and a 
reviving courage ſeemed to ruſh through 
my heart almoft inſtantaneouſly. I 
took one of the lights, and without 
uttering a ſyllable, quitted the chamber. 

On entering Lady Denmore's dreſſ- 
ing-room, I felt a thrilling horror, 
which ſeemed to forbid my proceeding 
any farther. On one fide ſtood her 
harp; on the other, her toilette-table. 
Her drawings and various works of 
fancy decorated the hangings. The 
long glaſs, at which ſhe always finiſhed 
drefling, was before me; I beheld my 
own features, to which the light that 
I carried gave an additionab paleneſs ; 
I ſtood as though my feet were rooted 
to the ground; the houſe was as ſilent 
as the grave, and my blood ſeemed: 
to freeze with the terrors which af- 
N me. 


1 1 
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I remained fixed and ſcarcely daring 
to breathe, during ſeveral minutes. My 
light was ſinking in the ſocket; and 
the quivering flame threatened every 
moment to leave me in total darkneſs. 
Aſhamed of my weakneſs, and recollect- 
ing the promiſe which J had made to 
the Ducheſs, ] ventured to open the 
door of Lady Denmore's chamber. 
I entered. The ſhutters were uncloſed, 
and the pale dawn, light penetrated the 
blue curtains, throwing a ghaſtly tine 
over the countenance, which now met 
my eyes more pale than ever. 

The taſk impoſed on me at this 
moment ſeemed impraQicable. I could 
not . pry into that ſaered repolitory, 
. which ſeemed- guarded by the inanimate 
form of its departed. owner. I ſtole 
round the bed. I raiſed my hand to- 
wards the, firſt, drawer; I fixed the 
key; but had my life been the. forfeit 
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of my diſobedience, I would have pe- 
riſhed rather than have turned it. 
My fingers ſeemed to freeze as 1 
held the keys with a trembling hand 
and my heart beat ſo violently, that 
I fancied I could hear the pulſation, 
when a large ſtring of Lady Denmore's 
harp ſuddenly broke. The vibration 
ſmote my brain; my hand fell from the 
keys, and a deep ſigh inſtantly followed. 
From whence it came, I knew not. 
I looked wildly, yet deliberately, round 
the chamber; nothing living except 
myſelf ſeemed preſent, ; The flame, 
which had long quivered in the ſocket, 
was fuddenly extinguiſhed; — and I 
ruſhed, impelled by the terrors of _ 
Hituation, towards the window. 


On drawing back the curtain I FO 
that day Was ſufficiently. advanced ta 
render evet̃y object diſtinctly viſible. 
Again a laboured ſigh was heard; I had 
not power ta move, but turning my: 

eyes 
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eyes towards the bed, I beheld Lady 
Denmore looking ſtedfaſtly at me. 1 
ſhrieked, and fell on the floor. Mrs. 
Sewell, who was not yet afleep, ſoon 
came to my aſſiſtance. She raiſed me 
In herarms, and placing me on a chair, 
inquired the cauſe of my ſudden and 
increaſed agitation. I pointed towards 
the bed; where,—oh, Frances! how 
ſhall I deſcribe it ?—where the extended 
arm of Lady Denmore convinced me 
that ſhe was ſtill living, Her quivering 
lips in vain attempted utterance ; I 
ſnatched her to my boſom; I bathed 
her forehead with my tears. Oh; 
what a moment did I hen experience! 
how nearly did my joy approach to 
torture; every vein ſeemed to throb 
with ecſtaſy, every limb was eonvulſed 
and trembling. 

1 quitted Lady Denmore, and flew | 
to the Ducheſs's chamber. She 
livest! exclaimed I; © ſhe lives to bleſs 
| you!“ 
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you !'—<© Whom ?” cried the angelic 


woman. 


« Your daughter your e 
Lady Denmore !” The Ducheſs feebly 
ſnrieked, and ſunk upon her pillow. 
I now rung the bell with violence ; the 
ſervants haſtened in all directions to the 
chamber; and in a few minutes we 
beheld the amiable Ducheſs in the 
arms of her reviving daughter, bleſſing 
and bleſt beyond the powers of ut- 
terance. 

I now found that the female A 
who had been ordered to ſit up in Lady 
Denmore's chamber, had difobeyed the 
Ducheſs's commands, and each retired 
to reſt. The deep fleep, which bore 
ſo ſtrong a reſemblance to death, had 
been produced merely by the exhauſted 
ſtate of Lady Denmore's nerves, and 
the lingering torpor which ſtill enervated 
| her frame, Sþe awoke conſiderably 

1 


284 THE FALSE: FRIEND, 
ſtrengthened by her long ſlumber ; and 
her phyſician, who was immediately ſent 
for, now entertained the moſt flattering 
hopes of her perfect recovery. The 
appearance of annihilation was the criſis 
of her danger: had ſhe not ſlept, a very 
few hours would have cloſed her eyes 
for ever. 

The joyful ntaliigence being now 
diſparched to Lord Denmore, the Du- 
cheſs earneſtly entreated that I would 
endeavour to take ſome reſt, My 
faculties were wearied almoſt to infen- 
ſibility ; and a parching fever ſeemed 
every moment increaſing, I again em- 
braced the Ducheſs; I again preſſed 
Lady Denmore to my heart; and it was 
not till near nine o'clock that I retired 
to my apartment. 

I had ſcarcely began to undreſs when 
Mrs. Sewell abruptly entered the room, 
Lek 2 * e moment arrived by 

. „ expreſs 
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expreſs. from Lord Denmore. It was 
directed to me: I opened it haſtily, and. 
read the following cantents:: | i 


CK « My beloved Gertrude! 


« I truſt that, before this nde | 
Portman-ſquare, you will be ſafely re- 
ſtored to the Ducheſs of Aldborough's 
protection. I alſo feel confident that 
you have been, during your abſence, the 
guardian of that honour, which you are 
too proud to reſign, and which I am too 


generous to ſuſpect. 
The death of Lady Denmore * 


haſten an event of infinite importance, 
with which your fortune and my future 
happineſs are intimately connected. 
There is now no plea for procraſti- 
nation; the affection which I' feel for 
you ſhall ſhortly be avowed; and the 
world ſhall be taught to confeſs, that 
you were formed to embelliſh the ſitua- 
tion 


— — — oe... 
— ———— — 
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tion in which I am now determined to 
place you. 

« The ſorrow which I feel for the 
loſs of Lady Denmore, is infinite ; and 
the decencies of life will never be vio- 
lated by thoſe who are actuated by 
reaſon, or alive to ſenſibility. The 
bonds which unite ſociety are ſeldom 
broken, except by thoſe who are dead 
alike to ſhame and to humanity, I 
loved Lady Denmore moſt tenderly ; 
and had ſhe lived, her peace of mind 
might have been reſtored, though your 
elevation . would have been retarded. 
But the hour approaches, when juſtice 
towards you ſhall be exemplified, even 
amidſt the keen regrets that agonize my 


boſom. 

cc As ſoon as the awful moment is 
paſt, which conſigns my deareſt Harriet 
to the tomb, I ſhall return to London ; 


and in your ſociety, my beloved Ger- 
| trude, 
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trude, I ſhall hope to find that happi- 
neſs, which all the ſenſeleſs crowds of 
the giddy and the gay would never teach 
me to experience. 

« How, in this moment of folitary 
grief, do I ſigh for ſuch a companion! 
I ou cannot be a ſtranger to my feelings: 
your penetration muſt long ſince have 
diſcovered, in every action of my life, 
more than an ordinary intereſt and affec- 
tion. Ves, Gertrude, you are dearer 
to me, than fortune or honour. I exiſt 
but in the hope of rendering you happy, 
and of proving myſelf worthy of the 
title which I covet. 

« Conſole the amiable Ducheſs with 
your attentions. She is one of thoſe 
rare mortals whom prejudice cannot lead 
from the practice of humanity. The 
virtues of her own mind teach her to 
judge with lenity, and to feel with ſen- 
libility for the faults of others. She 
knows that human nature 1s frail ; and 
ſhe 


9 
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ſhe looks round upon the buſy world 


with the philoſophy of virtue. 

e Deareſt Gertrude, farewell! Do 
not attempt an explanation of your con- 
duct. I truft to your affection; I rely 
upen your prudence ; and I condemn 
my own ſullen taciturnity, for having 
wounded the one,* or been een or 


the other. 


I write this letter on my journey; 
and I diſpatch my ſervant, with orders 
to bring me your anſwer as ſpeedily as 


poſſible. Embrace the good and vene- 


rable woman, who has now no hope but 


in the conſciouſneſs of her own unex- 
ampled virtues. Embrace her for your 


affectionate, but afflicted 
Ea M1 «© DENMORE.” 


— 


I é returned to the chamber, where I 


had leſt the Ducheſs with Lady Den- 
more. The paper ſtill trembled in my 


hand; and, for che firſt moment in my 
- | | "0s 


* 
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life, I felemyſelf guilty; I ſhuddered 
with compunttion ; ; and though I had 
not cunning to conceal the letter, 1 
wanted courage to avow my having 
received it. IL had ſcarcely been in the 
room two minutes when the phyſician 
returned: I again retired, and haſtening 
to my chamber, read, and re- read the 
incomprehenſible enigma. I could only 
interpret its contents in one-way ; and 
that interpretation filled my boſom with 
conflifts of the moſt perplexing nature. 
What a part am I compelled to a&! 
faid I. - How can I appear to' rejoice at 
Lady Denmore's recovery, while I 
conceal in my boſom an avowal of affec- 
tion from her huſband ? The bond of 
domeſtic confidence will again unite 
them ; but will not my preſence en- - 
danger its permaneney? Will not 

ady Denmore again queſtion the ſin- 
erity of his promiſes? and ſhall not I 
expoſe myſelf to a new ſeries of inſult 
VOL, I, 0 ä 
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and 'fuſpicion? I would fly from the 
ſcene of danger ; but whither can I hope 
for ſafety. I am thrown upon a ſea of 
troubles, and I am fated to be wretched, 
Shall I meet the ſtorm like a ſtoic, and 
| endeayour to place the ſhield of apathy 
before my heart? or ſhall I, like a 
maniac, relinquiſh all the energies of 
reaſon, ſpurn all the dictates of reli- 
gion, and ruſh forward to deſpair ? 

I feel that my hour is not yet come. 
I muſt again behold the lofty towers of 


Denmore Caſtle ; for there, Frances, it 


is #bere, that I ſhall find repoſe ! 
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LETTER XXVI. 
The Same to the Same. : 


| Auguſt 28, * 
Tas change of ſcene, which Lady 
Denmore's recovery occaſioned, may 
be eaſily imagined. The expreſs which 
had been diſpatched to my guardian, 
was expected to reach him in a few 


hours; and the diſtance from London 4 
being only forty miles, his arrival was 


hoped for before midnight. | 
| I paſſed the remainder of the day in 
various ruminations. I fincerely rejoiced 
in Lady Denmore's recovery; and yet 
a gloom hung over my ſenſes, which 
weighed them down almoſt to deſpond- 
ency. I read the letter which I had 
received; I weighed every ſyllable in j 
the ſcale of reflection, and ftill I found | 

| 0&3 the 


TRE FALSE FRIENDs 


292 
the attachment of my heart preponde- 
rate, when placed in competition with 
the efforts of reaſon, The image of 
Lord Denmore was too deeply impreſſed 
upon my imagination, to be effaced by 
any mortal event; while the remem- 
brance of his virtues ſeemed to ſanction 
the fatal partiality. 


TI often aſk myſelf, why : a being * 
I am bound by gratitude only to revere, 
ſo tenderly intereſts my feelings? and 
yet this queſtion ruſhes through my 
heart whenever I hear his voice, or 
reflect on the generoſity of his conduct. 
I do not pretend to deny that Lord 
Denmore has faults; that he is at times 
ſtern and Impetuous; but I leave the 
cynie to examine the human heart with 
a microſcopie eye. Reaſon is content 
to know, that man is giſted with the 
frailty of his kind ; and Philoſophy muſt 
Os to pity, What « even LG's: cannot 
r | | 15 2 54 ; _ 
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At the cloſe of evening Lord Den- 
more arrived, I heard his chaife ſtop 
at the door, and roſe to quit the cham- 
ber, where I was fitting near Lady 
Denmore's pillow. A ſudden palpitation 
convinced me that my boſom's inqure- 
tude was conſiderably augmented by 
the letter which I had received, and by 
che rapid approach of time towards that 
_ erifis which was deſtined to decide my 
fate. For I had ſtrongly determined, 
in my own mind, to ſeparate myſelf for 
ever from that object for whom I never 
could avow my affection, and with whom 
I cobld not exiſt in a ſtate of indiffer- 
ence, I knew not in what ſcale to efti- 
mate the weight of his profeſſions ; that 
he felt more than an ordinary eſteem 


for me might eaſily be believed, be- 


cauſe he could have no intereſt in diſ- 
ſembling. That he loved Lady Den- 
more was unqueſtionable; his ſorrow, 
II the pity which induced him 

| LE co 
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to pardon her raſh elopement, the- aff⸗ 
duity of his attentions while ſhe was in 
danger; all conſpired to prove, that ſhe 
was the object of his tendereſt attach- 
ment, Yet he had profeſſed a fondneſs 
for me that was unaccountable : he had 
declared his intention, had Lady Den- 
more been dead, of placing me in a 
ſituation in. which I ſhould have been 
the partner of his ſociety and fortune. 
All this is enigmatical ; and Time, the 
_ unrayeller of earthly: events, can alone 
develope the myſtery of his conduct. 
At a moment fo important, when 1 
| longed, yet dreaded,” to meet Lord 
| Denmore ; ; when my eyes gliftened 5 
with tears of ſolicitude and joy, and 
my cheeks. glowed with the fluſh of 
ſelf. reproach; I heard my guardian 
enter the houſe. | I looked at the pale 
countenance of Lady Denmore ; her 
languid eyes, her lips entirely colour- 
leſs; I heard her huſband's voice ſpeak- 
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ing to his ſervant, as he aſcended the 
ſtairs. I ruſhed from the room, to 
avoid his preſence, now become more 
dangerous than ever. 

At the door I met the ak object on 
earth, whom at that moment I dreaded 
to encounter. His mien was wild and 
agitated: I endeavoured to paſs him ;. 
but my eyes received the expreſſive 
glance of his, while he ſnatched my 
hand, and ſhook it with gentle affection. 
I could ſcarcely ſupport my exhauſted 
frame; he obſerved the conflicts ſtrug- 


gling in my mind, and endeavoured to 


ſpeak; but his articulation failed, and | 
he hurried into the chamber. 

I had only proceeded up res or fir 
ſtairs, when TI as ſuddenly deſcended. 
I longed: to witneſs a ſceue the moſt 
Eg that imagination can conceive. 
I _ unwilling to depart, yet hot. 
daring. to- return to Lady Denmore's. 


artment,. I knew at that momam, 
8 „„ that 
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that my guardian was kneeling by the 
pillow of his wife, and bathing! her pale 
cheek. with tears of Joy and reconcili- 
ation, T could have 'wept, Frances; 
IT could have mourned, when every 
other heart was overflowing with ecſtaſy. 
I returned to my chamber, where I 
| dedicate that hour to you, which would 
perhaps be devoted: to ruminations leſs 
tranquil than thoſe which mu 
inſpire. Toſi. 

In vain 1 damen its: analyze my 
featings+ they are complicated even to 
the verge of inſanity; as ſuch I confide 
them to your ſympathy ; I feel: their 


| Pe lightened by your participation, 


I ſeck in vain for conſolation 
from che pbwers of reaſon . A dreadfull 
timimity ſeens to augment the Perils 
that amnit my repoſe j and yet, guiltleſs 
\ a1 am, what have Ito ſhrink from ? 
Als, Frances l wich all the boaſted 
prides ial the ſtern and rigid ſenſe 
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of virtue which guards my heart ; when 
I meer the dark and penetrating eyes of 
Lord Denmore, I become as it were 
nothing. 

I ſhall count the moments with im- 
patience, till I find an opportunity of 
converſing with my guardian. How 
brave is woman, when ſhe anticipates 
the triumphs of her heart; how very 
a coward when that heart is vanquiſhed! 
Yet I only wiſh to acquit myſelf. To 

__ whom?—Can Lord Denmore ſuppoſe 
me culpable ? Can he, knowing the 
purity of my thoughts, condemn them? 
Yer 1 have much to explain; perhaps 
he miſinterprets che meaning of the ſen- 
timent which fills my mind. The 
ſenſation.—ſentiment, is a cold unmean- 
ing word; it warts energy to 1325 
che feelin 85 of — 8 e 
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2 en 
| The Same Jo the Same, 1 


September 4. 1 796. 
I x HAVE been confined to my chamber 
ever ſince I wrote my laſt letter. A 
, conſiderable degree of fever required 
a phyſician's aid, and I am now ſome- 
what recovered. Lord Denmore never 
failed to make almoſt hourly inquiries; 
and the Ducheſs of Aldborough divided 
her time betwixt me and her daughter. 
Her ſolicitude was exemplified i in every 
Jord and every action; 3 I have ex- 
 Plained. the cauſe of my withdrawing 
myſelf from her houſe; ; and affured her, 


that, in a private lodging, I paſſed my 
ort abſence, free from moleſtation. 


She queſtioned me no farther; and | 


I had not reſolution to avow that 1 


F 
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had been the dupe of Mrs. Blonzely's 
artifice. Te 

- Miſs Cecil has left town for Bright | 
belmſtone. Lady Upas has been com. 
manded to attend Sir Hector thither 
for the benefit of bathing. The nabob 
annually viſits that delightful ſpot, where 
his profuſe ſplendour excites both aſto- 
niſhment and envy. Lady Denmore's 
Phyſician recommends the ſea-coaſt for 
her reſidence, during the remainder of 
the autumn, and moſt probably ſhe will 
remove thither, as ſoon as ſhe has 
ſtrength to undertake the journey. 
Nothing intereſting or new has occurred | 
fince I diſpatched my laſt letter, except- 
ing the rapid recovery of Lady Den- 
more, and the conſequent reſtoration. of 
tranquillity in every boſom which felt 
and lamented her danger. My guardian 
was informed of her ſuppoſed death 
= DW! 3 . alſo eee 
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quivering flame of life, before it could 


mind with a ſenſation of delight, which 
even its wayward wanderings cannot 


* 3 the one nor the 

other had reſolution to behold- their 
darling object lifeleſs 5 and the ex- 
hauſted ſufferer was conſigned to ihe 
care of her domeftic. attendants, who, 
concluding that her. profound ſleep was 
the ſtagnation of death, had left her 


entirely alone, till the period of my 


entering her chamber. Fortunately, 


the barbarian cuſtom of ſtripping and 


ſtretching the ſtill warm remains of the 
deceaſed, was omitted; otherwiſe the 


have been ſtrongly rekindled, 4 would, 
for want of proper aid, have been 
edily and irreeoverably extinguiſhed, 


Thus have I been the means of preſery« 
ing a life which is neceffary to Lord 


Denmore's happineſs. The idea fills my 


diminiſh : and if ow event does not 
reſtore the Tn My | 


; : 
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that to promote his felicity J have 
ſacrificed: my own. He cannot s 
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3  Brighthelmſtone, Sept. 8, atag 
quien anc after a delightful jour 
ney, we arrived at this place, and are 
gow. lodged on the Steine, the moſt 
faſhionable ſpot on the habjtable Robe ; 2 


our party conſiſts of the Ducheſs; of 


Aldborough, Lady Denmore, my; guar- 


dian, and myſelf, We all came in the | 


animated with new health and ſpin 
Lady Denmore is ſtill in eo cee: 2 
ſtate to enter into the 


44 
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a watering-place ; but the Ducheſs has 
promiſed to accompany me wherever 
T wiſh to go, and, at the particular 
requeſt of Lord Denmore, we purpoſe 
viſiting the rooms this evening. 
We have paſſed the whole morning 
in the routine of occupations which here 
it is both - healthful and faſhionable to 
follow : ſuch as bathing, ſtrolling on the 
Steine, crowding to the libraries, driving 
on the downs, and idling time away in 
the buſy avocation of doing nothing, 
But example is every thing; and that 
which the leaders of refined taſte 
zealouſly adopt, the followers of folly 
will not fail 16 imitate. Hence we 
behold one ſex, recently emerged from 
the ſalt waves, ſcorching in the morning 
fun for the embelliſhment of beauty; 
and the other, riding races in the full 
blaze of noon, or waſting the midnight 
our at a gg 8. Weed 
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the ſober cit quits the dull toil of 
commerce, and. exhibits his wealth in 
proportion to the follies of his family, 
The emaciated libertine, and the liſping 
coquette, labour through the day in 
a perpetual round of fatigue, in order 
to repair the ravages of diſſipation, 
or to ſhake off the languor of a nervous 
fever. Thus, by the powerful force 
of example, toil becomes a pleaſure, 
and reaſon is ſacrificed to the ſupremacy 


of cuſtom : the wiſe condemn even that 
which they countenance ; and the ſenſe- 


leſs eagerly purſue the footſteps of Fancy, 
becauſe ſhe has Faſhion for men 
and Folly for her companion. 

Lord Denmore is wearied to adler 
with every thing he hears and ſees in 
this vortex of unmeaning pleaſures; 
the trifling gabble of a morning lounge, 
and the ceremonious ſtupidity of an 
evening aſſembly, are mann o an 
2 contemplative mind. F 
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has more than once remarked, that here 
every man of ſenſe ſeems flying from 
himſelf; aſſuming a character foreign 
to his nature; and, as if aſhamed of 
being a rational creature, aping the ex- 
centriciticsof thoſe ſophiſticated mortals, 
whom his ſober n cannot fail to 


execrate, _ 
I have not * . W Sir Hector 


or Miſs Cecil; neither having left even 
the inquiries of civility at Lady Den- 
more's door ſince her arrival. Lady 


U pas is confined to her chamber; and 1 


would make her a viſit, were it not for 
fear of mecting the. caſtern dragon, who 


guards a your which he vw] not . 


11 am told that: no benen in ate were 
of refined pleaſure moves with ſuch 


ſplendid ela, as Sir Hector Upas. 


Three houſes are engaged every year 
for the nabob and his /uite. Two cooks, 


ſqur ſummer carriages, twelve horſes, a 
cutter, 


8 
£ 2 1 { 


cutter; a Peek of hounds, twenty ſer- 
vants, and a wife, complete the ſum 
total of his oſtentatious eſtabliſhment. 
Yet you will ſmile when I tell you, that 
by order of his phyſician Sir Hector 
lives on a vegetable diet; confines him- 
ſelf to two apartments in the ſouthern 
aſpect; is Pre vented the uſe of light 
carriages, on account of his exceſſive 
 corpulency ; ; has an invincible antipathy 
to falt-water, having once nearly periſhec 
in a ſtorm on his paſſage from India. 
Never having been accuſtomed to 
equeſtrian exerciſes, he is a timid horſe- 
man, ſuffers only one Indian domeſtic 
to approach his perſon, and ſeldom ſees 
his wife in the whole routine of 0 
four-and- twenty hours. 


“80 moves the nn in harneſs'd pride, 
* That bears the treaſure which he cannot taſte*!?? 


aa * LY a 
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I have. already | obſerved that the 
inhabitants of this place are obliging 
beyond any that I have ever met with. 
They chiefly conſiſt of ſhopkeepers and 
fiſhermen; the former are civil and 
intelligent; the latter attentive and 
honeſt, though rough as the rude waves 
on which they toil. With this outline 
before. me, I truſt that I ſhall, during 


| my reſidence here, be furniſhed. with 


materials for a few intereſting ſketches; 
they will draw my mind from its ſor- 
rows; and you will value them for che 
magic they will poſſeſs, though in 
that inſtance e e rs 
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4 1 


5 LETTER XXIX. 


The Same to the Same. 5 


8 3 Sept. 10, 1786. 
. after I had written my laſt letter, 
the ſervant announced a mantua-maker, 
who had brought ſome faſhionable 
articles for inſpection. My guardian 
was writing in the drawing-room, where 
the Ducheſs and Lady Denmore were 
engaged in converſation with the maſter 
of the ceremonies and Mr. Treville, 
I immediarely joined them, and on enter» 
ing the room, to my infinite confuſion, 
recognized beneath her thrice · feathered 
hat the faſhionable and inſinuating Mrs, 
Blonzely. Our conſternation was mutual, 
The variety of fanciful dreſſes which 
he had * on every chair in the 


9 


apartment, afforded me an opportunity 
to conceal my face, by turning towards 
and examining them ſucceſſively. Mrs. 
Blonzely ſoon recovered her accommo- 
dating nonchalance, and with an inceſſant 
volubility, ſelected, deſcribed, praiſed, 

and recommended the tout enſemble of 
her fantaftic aſſortment. | 

„ This morning robe, ſaid ſhe, 

« was invented by the Counteſs of 
Anclefort. The ſlee ves are beautifully 
fanciful, and the ſhape of the body 
produces an aſtonifhing* effect on figures 
of a certain age. Not three years fince, 
her Ladyſhip was miſtaken by Mr. 
Treville for one of her. daughters— 
charming young women, full of ſpirit 
amd vivacity/!! They buy every thing 
| they wear at my hovſe'; they have the 
moſt perfect confidence in my judg- 
ment.“ This obſervation was accom- 
panied by a ſignificant glance At es 


h bloſhed—a and ſhe continued: 
ä | « The 


* 
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c The Counteſs never wears a morn- 
ing-dreſs that coſts leſs than thirty gui- 
neas. She has an exquiſite taſte ! But 
experience will accompliſh every thing; 
and you know her Ladyſhip has been 
the arbitreſs of ——— theſe five; 
and- twenty years. She pauſed, placed 
the chemiſe he her, looked towards 
the glaſs, then at the company. « You 
cannot conceive how much it takes from 
the appearance. of corpulency. Pray, 
ſuffer me to leave it?” continued Mrs. 
Blonzely, addreſſing the Ducheſs. A 
fmile of denial filenced her for amoment; 
but rallying from the effect of her diſap- 
pointment, ſhe ſoon recovered the uſe 
of her voice; and a ſilver muſlin 
robe was the next © HO of —— 
ation. 

iy This beavcital, this charming ns 
price would exactly ſuit the young 
Lady, faid the: the Grecian: form 
ſhould have the Grecian-drapery ; though 


Ne 
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we ſometimes ſee the fat Miſs Grampus, 
at Ranelagh, wrapped in a tranſparent 
robe, which ſcarcely conceals the exu- 
berance of her beauty; while the lank, 
boney Marchioneſs of Hoickſem friſks 
round the rotunda, in all the ruſtic ſim- 
plicity of a French payſanne. Pray, did 
your Grace ſee Mrs. Tabbinet's black 
wig laſt Saturday at the Opera? No- 
thing was ever more ridiculous! The 
dark curls hung over her ſnowy eye- 
brows, like a black cloud on the crags 
of Mont Blanc.” Mr. Treville laughed 
vehemently. The Ducheſs, Lord and 
Lady Denmore, and 9 were 4 
14 and ſilent. 

But that was not ſo: cel, 2 . 
tinued Mrs. Blonzely, © as the-Ducheſs 
of Simple's flaxen treſſes, contrafting 
her ſombre features like the light and 
ſhadow of a crayon night-piece ; her 
two grey eyes gleaming hke moons 
W the * clouds which — 

| round 
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round her temples. Has your Grace, 
or my Lady, ſeen Mr. Vivid's excellent 
caricature of the two metamorphoſes ? 
Every body buys them; and 1 queſtion 
if the originals have a friend in the 
world, who is not delighted with their 
ridiculous reſemblance,” 
I perceive,” faid E ſignificantly, 
ce that women of the higheſt rank have 
the honour to call you friend.” 
Mrs. Blonzely was preparing a ſneer, 
which ſhe converted into a ſmile with a 
degree of addreſs that was aſtoniſhing, 
I now obſerved a folded paper falling 
from a roll of blue filk which lay on 
one of the chairs. I picked it up unſeen 
by Mrs. Blonzely, and concealed it; 
concluding that it was my extorted note, 
which in a moment of conſcious reproof 
ſhe had reſolved to reſtore. 
Lord Denmore, becoming weary of 
Mrs. Blonzely's familiar loquacity, now 
begged leave to preſent. me the ſilver 
| muſlin 
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muſlin drefs, which. had excited no 
ſmall degree of panegyric from all 
parties. It would exactly ſuit Miſe. 
St. Leger s fine form, ſaid. my guar- 
dian; and ſhe muſt poſitively have it.” 
Mr. Treville looked earneſtly at Lady 
Denmore, with a meaning as miſ- 
chie vous as it was refined. Twelve 
guineas was the ſum paid for the dreſs; 
and Lord Denmore preſented it to me 
with an engaging diffidence, which ren- 
dered his gift doubly acceptable, _ 
At this, moment Miſs Cecil burſt 
into the room, with a helmet that would 
| have ſuited the head of a light-horſeman, 
| and a ſcarlet habit, which made the 
- meridian ſun look cold with env y 
Her firſt glance was at me; and it 
was ſuch. a one as would have charac- 
teriſed the genius of malevolence: but 
her look was like the lightning; it was 
tranſient, though armed for deſtruction. 


I met * meaning. which it conyeped; 
with 
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with a ſerene contempt ; ſhe ſoftened 
her features into a ſmile, as ſhe paſſed 
Mrs. Blonzely ; and addreſſing Lady 
Denmore, congratulated her on her 
recovery. | 

« ] have heard of the ſame cauſe 
producing a malady and its cure,” faid 
ſhe. © The danger, thank Heaven! is 
paſt : the good you have ſtill within 
your reach; for I perceive you are 
never without the poiſon and its antidote. 
But, for my part, I ſhould be fearful of 
making a ſecond experiment, remem- 
bering how near the firſt was proving 
fatal.” 

Tais farcaſtic remark the whiſperer 

Conſcience divided between Mr. Treville 
and myſelf. Miſs Cecil aimed itobliquely, 
and the effect was equally felt by both, 
Though Lord Denmore conſidered it as 
excluſively meant for me, the Ducheſs 
well knew, that the Divine was the 
perſon who claimed its juſtice. Mrs. 

VOL, I. OS Blonzely 
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Blonzely half ſmiled, as ſhe adjuſted her 
merchandize ; and with an impertinent . 
menace. of her eye, often looked me 
into ſilence. I watched her attentively, 
till ſhe came to the roll of blue filk, 
from which the paper had dropped. 
She opened it with a fluttering emotion; 
her cheek reddened, her hand trembled. 
She ſearched her boxes, and reſearched 
them: all her pains proved. uſeleſs ; the 
precious paper was in my poſſe ſſion 3 
and I was reſolved, at all * not 
to reſtore it. 
| now perceived, for my eyes aſſumed 

the vigilance of Argus, that Miſs Cecil 
looked ſignificantly at Mr. Treville, 

| then at Mrs.) Blonzely. There was a 

tacit intelligence between them, that 
had ſomething of importance in it. 1 

began to anticipate a new chapter of 

. \ diſcoveries; and 1 confeſs, that che 
idea of retaliation made 7 N heart 

trob vin ps.. „ 
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Mrs. Blonzely, with many ſigns and 
counterſigns from the commanding eyes 
of Miſs Cecil, departed. Mr. Treville 
ſoon after took his leave with a cere- 
monious frigidity, which piqued Miſs 
Cecil almoſt beyond her patience. . As 
he cloſed the door after him, I heard 
her mutter with acrimonious reſentment; 
ce Supercilious puppy !” then turning 
towards Lady Denmore, ſhe continued, 
« am really aſtoniſhed, that any ra- 
tional woman can think favourably of 
ſuch a coxcomb !” Lady Denmore's 
pale cheek was faintly coloured with a 
bluſh, which ſhe could not repel ; and 
the angry Miſs Cecil ſtepped into the 
balcony, to watch the dear perfidious P? 
acroſs the Steine, and to conceal the 
mortification which his . had ocea- 
ſioned. 2 „ 

I to bac my anxious b ; 
| but they originated in a far different 
cauſe. My eyes alſo followed Mr. 
1 1 Sq * T reville, 
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Treville, but it was to watch whether 
he overtook Mrs. Blonzely. As I ſuſ- 
peed, the maſter of ſineſſe entered into 
cloſe converſation with his aid. de. cæur, 
-and they. ſoon after quirred the Steine 
together. : 

The clouds which had hung oyer + the 
planet Venus now diſſipated; and the 


- abſence of the Divine conſtellation, with 
his feathered Mercury, ſeemed to pro- 


miſe a change in the whole ſyſtem of 


things. The Ducheſs of Aldborough, 


- whoſe mind is fraught with ſincerity, 
' remarked that ſhe thought Mrs. Blonzely 


| the: moſt arrogant and diſguſting mor- 


| ſhe had ever met with. But,“ 
Sache | e, © it is the young women 
of faſhion who aer . e their familiar 
confidence.” N 125 
«Do you i mean that "0 me! * drauled 
Miss Cecil, as ſhe adjuſted | anne N 
before the 4 5 £28» e 
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I mean it for all who encourage 
inſolence, while modeſt merit is 'fo 
ſhamefully neglected, replied the Du- 
cheſs, Eu 
« ] am preciſely of your Grace's 
opinion,” ſaid Lord Denmore. 
« What merit can a woman in her 
fituation evince beyond that of obliging 


her friends?” ſaid Miſs Cecil. * She 


is the moſt es creature in the : 
world.” T Y 

At arranging an intrigue, or en- 
trapping the unwary, eee che 


Ducheſs. 


e She is a woman of infinite genins,” 
added Miſs Cecil. 5 
« A jade }” exclaimed Lord Denmore 


_ laconically : © a very jade EE. 


Were you never invited to one of 


h her dzjeiines,” inquired Bt Cecil, a 
| Pots Sarnen 5 8 
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firmly. 
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.< Nerer,” replied Lord Denmore 


« Nor you, Miſs St. 8 con- 
tinued the female inquiſitor. I made 


no anſwer. 


« Well!“ continued Miſs Cecil: 


e no one can fay-that I am faſtidious; 


but you unfaſhionable miſſes have a moſt 
extraordinary ſhare of effrontery, and 
can deny a matter of fa& as bravely as 
the moſt accompliſhed courtier “. 
am fully perſuaded that Miſs 
St. Leger is a total ſtranger to Mrs. 
Blonzely,” cried Lord Denmore. : 
« I could almoſt ſwear it,” added the 
\ Ducheſs. e The purity of her mind 
would ſhrink from ſuch an affociate.” 


KC Nobody can ſay that I am fond 
of calumny, but I will bet you fifty gui- 
neas,” ſaid Miſs Cecil, addreſſing Lord 
Denmore, that Miſs St. Leger, the 
_ the innocent Miſs St. Leger, 
85. { 1 | has 
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has been at the d jeunẽ of Mrs. Blonzely ; 
and that at the very moment when her 
friend Lady Denmore was ſuppoled 1 to 
be dying.“ : 
_ © Ridiculous !” exclaimed Lord Den- 
more. | 
« Many 1 are ridiculous, that 
are perfectly within the pale of proba- 
bility,” ſaid Miſs Cecil: “ and this hap» 
pens to be indubitableQ. 
J thought that I ſhould ank t to he 
ground ; when Lord Denmore, taking 
my hand, with an earneſt and inquiring 
look, demanded, cc 1s this true, Ger- 
nude - os 
It ia, my Lord, Fe  faid 3 21 | 
In the houſe of Mrs. Blonzely ! at 8 
her dfjeine/ when my wife was in 
danger!“ repeated Lord Denmore. 
« For what purpoſe ?? 
«© To ſeek an alylum, n my i when 
I. was driven from your PROS, 
need I * 
54 _ « Rather 
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Ce Rather ſay, when you were prompted 
to abſent yourſelf by a raſh deſpair,” 
interrupted Lord Denmore. Unwor- 
thy girl! how long did you remain 
under Mrs. Blonzely's roof.” 

« One night, my Lord.” 
Infamous degradation!“ exclaimed 
my guardian. In this wide world, 
could you find no honourable retreat for 
twelve ſnort hours? Gertrude, I have 


done with you. I reſign my dominion 


over your conduct: I baniſh you for 
ever from my heart, nay even from my 
preſence.” He was quitting the room, 


when the Ducheſs ſnatched his hand. 


Tou ſhall not go, faid ſhe : « you 
ſhall not ſacrifice the peace of innocence 
to J TO ako of an envious 


woman.“ — 


e Let a my arm, Madam,” cried 


127 u binn. 1 
Ob, my Lord 1 hike: 8 aid 4; 
. hand ; ; © can exculpate 
| e | _ 


2 " © » 


* 
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myſelf from every ſhadow of guilt. 
EF was driven by neceſſity to that deteſted 
habitation; the remembrance of it has 
been a ſufficient puniſhment.” _ 

« Were you alone ?—did no other 
viſitor come there, during your diſ- 
graceful concealment ?—Speak Y* faid 
Lord Denmore; © do not deceive me ; 
for I will know the truth, or 1 1 
annihilate the ſorcereſs.” 

i « Be patient, my des Lad; 8 „ ned 
the Ducheſs, trembling and pale. Miſs 
Cecil took off her helmet, and replaced 
her feather with the moſt affected in- 


difference, | though a conſcious pleaſure 4 


feemed to ſmile upon her eben 1 0 2 
gliſten in her eyes. Ry. 7 
« Gertrude,” continued 10155 Debs 
more, © is it thus you repay my conſi- 
dence, - my eſteem, my affection?ꝰ 
I ſunk with my forehead on his arm, 
while the Ducheſs took my hand and 
. it. Lady Denmore'scounte= 
0 . 
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nance began to change ; ſhe ſeemed un- 
eaſy, but forbore to In either by 
word or action. 

« Anſwer me one queſtion,” ſaid my 
guardian; © were any other vilitors in 
the houſe while you remained there ?” 

« Yes, my Lord.” 

e Who were they?” cried Lord 
Denmore with augmented emotion. 
Without the ſmalleſt on | 
replied, & Sir Hector Upas.” 

Lord. Denmore threw himſelf upon 
the ſofa, and hid his face upon the 
pillow ; Miſs Cecil hummed a tune ; 
the Ducheſs gently let go my hand, 
and a profound filence followed. After 
a pauſe of ſome minutes, I once more 
ventured to addreſs my guardian. 

„ Yet, hear my ftory,” cried I, 

burſting into tears: I N ſolicit 

to be heard for a few moments. 

1 have heard enough, auſuted 
he. 1 Know Sir Hector Upas ; the 
e licentious 
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kcentious dotard ! the incorrigible liber- 
tine! I know him well. And he ſhall 
anſwer to me for the infamy of his 
machinations.” 

« If you quarrel with all Miſs St. 
Leger's lovers, you will have enough to 
do,” cried Miſs Cecil, taking up a 
book and glancing her eyes over the 
title-page. © Nobody ever faid that I 
was envious, but a young Lady of more 
_ univerſal attractions I never met with.“ 

« Lovers !—are there more?” ſaid 
Lord Denmore, rouſed from his ſilent 
agitation,, and riſing from the ſofa. 
« Did the convenient minion make 
your diſhonours public ? Did ſhe blazon 
your frailty to the whole phalanx of her 
| licentious employers? Whom, beſides - 
the pernicious Upas, witneſſed the de - 
gradation, the infernal degradation?“ 

« None, my Lord! for I was not de- 
on except by my * and 
8 if 
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if there be diſhonour either in my 
Poverty or my dependent ſituation, 
that diſhonour is not mine. Sir Hector 
Upas came not on my account to 
Mrs. Blonzely's: he ſought an higher 
conqueſt, a. more enchanting mortal. 
One whoſe rank will prove a ſafeguard 
for her. reputation, while J am the 
victim of her malignant flanders.” 
Miſs Cecil's face became firſt crimſon, 
and then pale. Lord Denmore liſtened 
earneſtly, and I, concluding that I had 
my enemy enn, in my power, 
continued: 7 
„ „ I requeſt, my Lord, that Mrs. 
3: Blonzely. may be ſent for; ſhe will 
acquit me; vile and unbluſhing as you 
deſcribe her, ſhe will be terrified into a 
confeſſion of truth, when ſhe. beholds 
the deformity of falſehood. I looked 


, at Miſs Cecil as though my ſoul ſpoke 


through my eyes. She ng her head, 
3 ST and 
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and twiſted her glove, while I heard 
her teeth grinding thoſe words which 
her cowardice did not dare to utter. 
At this moment Mrs. Blonzely came 
tripping acroſs the Steine. I flew to 
the balcony, and beckoned her towards 
the houſe. With a ready alacrity ſhe 
haſtened to obey the ſummons, and ſoon 
after entered the drawing- room. On 
her appearance all the party ſurrounded 
her. She looked bewildered, firſt at 


one, then at another, till | Miſs Cecil 


with an affected dignity commanded 
filence, and thus addreſſed her: | 
An unpleaſant diſcovery has been 
made; and it remains with you alone 
to elucidate that part of it which ſtill 
appears ambiguous. Did Miſs St. Leger, 
or did ſhe not, ſleep at your houſe a 
| ſhort time ſince ?” 
« She did,” replied Mrs. Blonzely. 
e And did ſhe not meet a perſon 
there of no inconſiderable notoriety. 
| 0 Unqueſ-- 
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« Unqueſtionably,” was the anſwer. 
Miſs Cecil's triumph nearly overpowered 
her; ſhe gaſped, and with a malicious 
ſmile, continued: : 
 & Notwithſtanding the known fin- 
cerity of my nature, my word is 
doubted : you have therefore now only 
to name the perſon.” 

Mrs. Blonzely ſhook her head, and 
he re replied, © You muſt pardon 
me. | 
0 Nay, madam, no prevarication,” 
faid Lord Denmore : © no ſearching 
for a ſubterfuge; I am not diſpoſed to 
trifle; therefore be brief. I inſiſt that, 
without diſguiſe or heſitation, you name 
the perſon.” She continued mute. 
* Was it Sir Hector Upas ** faid 
the Ducheſs impatiently. | 
Mrs. Blonzely after looking at Miſs 
Cecil, and collecting what had paſſed 
in her memory, which told her that 


the mob came for the purpoſe of 
| obtain · 


THE FALSE FRIEND. 327 


obtaining an interview with my accuſer, 
_ boldly anſwered « No.” 
% Who was it then?“ inquired Lord 
Denmore, relapſing into frenzy. 
Mrs. Blonzely alarmed by his vehe- 
mence, and at a loſs whom to ſcreen 
or whom to convict, heſitatingly replied, 
« Mr. Treville.” 


Miſs Cecil's ſenſations were now 


changed from the exulting arrogance of 


| ſucceſsful malice, to the agony of 
wounded pride; with her eyes widely 
opened, and her arms falling as though 
they had become ſuddenly paralytic, ſhe 
exclaimed, * Is it poſſible? Did 


Mr. Treville condeſcend to notice this 


inſignificant creature ?” 

„ cannot, I will not believe it,” 

faid Lord Denmore. I know that 

 Freville is an honourable man; I would 

truſt him with my fame or life: and 

I can ROE ſuppoſe that he would 
COT 


328 THE FALSE FRIEND, 


_ Endeavour to rob me of that which 
is dearer to me than either.” 

Lady Denmore now ſtarted from her 
ſeat: My Lord,” ſaid ſhe with a faulter- 
ing voice, © your warmth in the cauſe 
of an imprudent girl becomes ſuſpicious. 
You may prote& her; but the world 
would laugh at my credulity if I were 
the dupe of your pretended friendſhip.” 
I pitied Lady Denmore's agitation, 
becauſe I knew that it proceeded more 
from the diſcovery of Mr. Treville's 
deſigns, than from jealouſy of her 
huſband. Even at the moment when 
ſhe inſulted me by unmerited re- 
proaches, I felt inclined to tranquillize 
her inquietude, and after a filence of 

a few moments, I replied, © If there 
is ſincerity in the heart of women, I 
ſolemnly declare, that ſo far from medi- 
tating an interview with Mr. Treville, 
I did not even ſee him. 
. . þ 
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My guardian now turned towards 
Mrs. Blonzely, and exclaimed, “ Infa- 
mous ſlanderer! By whom are you in- 
ſtigated to this diabolical machination ? 
Anſwer me truly, and without heſitation, 
did Miſs St. Leger, or did ſhe not, fee 
Mr. Treville at your houſe ?” 

e No; ſhe did not, my Lord,” 
| plied Mrs. Blonzely. 

I believe you!“ cried my guardian. 
te I knew it was a falſehood, an infamous 
falſehood !”” I obſerved Lady Den- 
more's colour return to her pale cheek, 
and I had not reſolution a ſecond time 
to repel it. 

« Reſt aſſured, my Lund of full I, 
te that no perſonal inſult was offered to 
me while under Mrs. Blonzely's roof.“ 
„ Heaven forbid!” cried the ſhe 
pander. The reputation I maintain 
Lord Denmore laughed. Come, 
come, madam,” faid he, © ſpare your 
aſſe verations; for I know you. But tell 

7 + mm 
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me, Gertrude, continued he, * how 
came this modeſt, conſcientious per- 
ſonage to let you eſcape from her re- 
putable manſion.” _ 

ce This paper will explain the ark” 
ſaid I, drawing from my pocket the note 
which had fallen from Mrs. Blonzely's 
box, and without heſitation preſenting 
it to Lord Denmore ; who, on perceiv- 
ing that it had no direction, opened it, 
and read the following contents: 


ce Dear Treville, 


« Meet me in an hour at Mrs. 
Blonzely $; I have ſome explanations ta 
require, which intereſt me nearly. I 
write this at the library, ſeeing you 
at Lady Denmore's window. If you 
do not come I ſhall accept Sir Hector's 
attentions. ' Decide ſpeedily, for I will 
neither be trifled with, nor tortured 
by * Adieu. e 
Hos « EMMa.” 

oe” 
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« It is a forgery,” ſaid Miſs Cecil. 
« Ts it not, Blonzely ?” 

% Entirely,” anſwered the cunning 
embaſſadreſs, ' whoſe eyes thanked Miſs 
Cecil for that addreſs, which is only 
reſerved for accompliſhed effrontery. 

c am awakened from a dream of 
deception,” ſaid Lord Denmore, bowing 
to Miſs Cecil, and preſenting her elu- 
cidating epiſtle : * and I truſt that, 
when next your malice- ſhall ſelect an 
object for its ingenious machinations, 
you will chooſe one who is not under 
my protection. Gertrude, continued 
my guardian, you ſtand acquitted, 
| honourably acquitted ; for I believe the 


whole ſtory to be an artful invention, | 


meant to calumniate you, and to expoſe 
my friend. I therefore require no far- 
ther proofs of your worthineſs, than the 
knowledge that you. are the object * 


Miſs Cecil's 3 


« Contempt» 
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« Contemptible dupe !” muttered 
Miſs Cecil; while Mrs. Blonzely ſtole 
out of the circle, leaving her mortified 
patroneſs to bear © her in honours 

thick about her.“ 

The Ducheſs, with ſtern and unaf- 
fected dignity, quitted the room; Lady 
Denmore roſe, and followed. Miſs 
Cecil, with a malevolent and demoniac 
grin, begged Lord Denmore's pardon 
for having interrupted the repoſe of his 
family, by preſuming to encounter his 
acknowledged favourite. © I alfo re- 
| queſt, * ſaid ſhe, © that you will convey 
my regrets to Lady Denmore for the 
estas f. I have occaſioned her, by a 

diſcovery of Mr. Treville's infidelity. 
The raſh and ridiculous attempt ſhe 
made upon her own life induced me to 
pity her, particularly when I reflected, 
that my journey from Denmore Caſtle 
with that coxcomb occaſioned her de- 
_” 
"2A Lord 
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Lord Denmore, unable to bear the 
taunts of a being, who dared aſſume the 
privilege of that /ex which ſhe diſgraced, 
by offering an inſult which he could not 
puniſh, ſnatched up his hat, and ruſhed 
out of the drawing-room. At this mo- 
ment the ſervant announced Lady Upas, 
who perceiving my eyes red with tears, 
and Miſs Cecil's features diſtorted. by 
rage, inquired the cauſe, and expreſſed 
her fears that ſomething unpleaſant had 
happened. I met Lord Denmore at 
the door,“ ſaid ſhe, © looking like one 


that was diſtracted. What has been the be 


matter?“ 

n FW chat your huſband 

met Miſs St. Leger at Mrs. Blonzely' 81 
ſaid Miſs Cecil. 

« With all my heart!” cried Landy 

Upas, ſmiling: © and I am oy wy 
that ry ever parted. ket 


« Indeed, 
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Indeed, Lady Upas,” faid I, „there 
is not one word of truth in Miſs Cecil's 
ſtory.” | | 
O] pray do not endeavour to un- 
deceive me,” interrupted Lady Upas; 
« for it is a received opinion, that there 
is great conſolation even in the worſt 
caſes, in knowing that others are as 
wretched as ourſelves.” 
« Are you pleaſed to know that you 
only ſhare your huſband's affections ?” 
faid Miſs Cecil, 
c J am more than pleaſed, I am 
rejoiced, to find that there are boſoms 
willing to participate even in our greateſt 
_ misfortunes !” replied Lady Upas. 
@, Well 25 exclaimed Miſs Cecil, 
ec fince you are ſo indifferent about the 
matter, you deſerve "ew thing YR 
\ have.“ „ 
* « And infinitely more, "7 you knew bor 
| ww Pay for it!” rejoined Lady Upas. 
8 . | « I think 
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« I think Sir Hector ſhould know 
how you deſpiſe him,” faid Miſs Cecil. 

« He ſhould indeed,” anſwered Lady 
Upas ; „ but that he is dull of compre- 
henſion. Suppoſe you undertake the 
taſk of unravelling the myſtery? You 
are an adept at diſcovering ſecrets. 
To you, I am indebted for my delectable 
Fete-a-tere with Sir Hector from Den- 
more Caſtle ; 'tis you whom Mifs St. 
Leger may thank for Lord Denmore's 
knowledge of Sir Hector's letter to her 
on the ſame evening; and, if I miſtake _ 
not; Lady Denmore has alſo to thank 
you, for informing her that Mr. Treville 
had made propoſals of marriage to you, 
having refuſed Miſs St. Leger's hand, 
on diſcovering an intrigue between her 
and her guardian.” Miſs Cecil was 


almoſt ſuffocated with rage, when hear- 


ing Lord Denmore's foorſteps, ſhe 
darted out of the room, paſſed him on 
the ſtairs, and haſtened acroſs the Steine. 


15 „ We 


